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Preface 


THESE addresses have all been given, 
during the last three years, in my own 
Church, and their informal conversational 
character has been deliberately retained. It 
seems to me that the essence of the Children’s 
Address resides largely in the spirit and 
atmosphere of it, and. the only way to repro- 
duce that, if it exists, is by the verbatim 
report. The skeleton, in such a case, matters 
much less than the precise cut of the clothes. 

As the title of the book, from Thompson’s 
well-known lines, is meant to suggest, care 
has been taken not to stress the “lesson ” 
overmuch. Better a moral running through 
a story than one trailed after it. Those 
bright young eyes that look to us on Sunday 
mornings are very quick and keen; and if 
we choose our “‘ stone” wisely, we do but 
need to ‘“‘ turn” it,—and they will not fail 
to catch the glint of a “ wing” if, haply, 
there be an Angel there! 


ARCHIBALD ALEXANDER. 
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ts Are You a Copperhead ? 


“ He that is not with me is against me,”—Matt. xii. 80. 


It’s no use to begin by asking you if you 
are a Copperhead, because you will probably 
tell me you don’t know what a Copperhead 
is. Well, a Copperhead is a kind of snake 
that lurks in secret places and is very 
_ unwilling to come out into the open. During 

the American Civil War, when the North 
was against the South, there were some 
citizens whose homes were in the North and 
their hearts in the South, so they tried to 
avoid declaring which side they were on. 
And they were called Copperheads. 

The other day, just before the Boat Race, 
three very little people whom I know strung 
themselves across the road and stopped me 
with the question, ‘“‘Are you Oxford or 
Cambridge? ’? Now that was a real poser, 
for, as a matter of fact, I am Edinburgh! 
And my trouble was that I did not know 
which University they favoured. So I “sat 
on the fence.” I was a Copperhead that 
day. And, of course, it is a confession to 
be made with shame. 
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For a Copperhead is not a high-class kind 
of thing to be. People who sit on the fence 
are not popular. All reasonable men and 
women respect those whose opinion differs 
from theirs, but everybody despises the 
person who has no opinions or principles of 
his own at all. And when it is a question of 
right or wrong, of truth or falsehood, there 
should never be any doubt which side we 
are on. 

I don’t think that Jesus Christ likes 
Copperheads. In the New Testament there 
are messages of the Spirit of Christ to the 
seven Churches in Asia. One of these was 
Sardis, which was not a perfect Church by 
any means, yet the words sent to it were 
encouraging, and it was advised to strengthen 
the things that remain. But there was 
another Church, of Laodicea, which was not 
anything very definite, a wobbly kind of 
Church, and the words of the Spirit that 
came to it were stern and severe. ‘‘ I would 
thou wert either cold or hot,” the message 
ran. Hither cold or hot, but not just luke- 
warm. Our Lord does not like Copperheads. 

But here is the extraordinary thing. You 
can’t really be a Copperhead in the big 
important matters, even if you try. Jesus 
says that if you are not with Him you are 
really against Him. Men sometimes declare, 
I am neither for Jesus, nor against Him, I 
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am neutral. But that is impossible. You 
can’t be neutral where Jesus is concerned. 
If you are not on His side, you count against 
Him. Suppose that I were rowing up a river, 
and then stopped, lay on the oars and said, 
““Now, I am neutral, I am neither going 
upstream nor down,” you know that that 
would not be true. If I am not rowing 
upstream, then I am drifting down, for there 
are only the two ways of it in ariver. And 
there are just two ways of it in many of the 
biggest things in life. If you are not against 
something that is wrong, your influence will 
count for it. If you hear your friend abused, 
and do not defend him, you must be held to 
consent to the abuse. If you are not openly 
and bravely on the side of Christ, you must 
be counted against Him. In other words, 
you can’t really be a Copperhead in the 
things that matter. So, don’t try! 


IT A Galilean Burr 


‘* Surely thou art one of them, for thy speech betrayeth 
thee.”’—Matt. xxvi, 73. 


ONCE upon a time, as the story * goes, a 
shepherd and his son were sitting under an 
oak-tree, when three men passed. They 
heard the first say, ‘‘ What a fine oak! If 
it were turned into charcoal, what a price it 
would fetch!’? And the shepherd mur- 
mured softly, ‘So it would, Mr. Charcoal- 
burner!’’ The second remarked, “‘ If you 
strip the bark off, there would be enough tan 
to last a whole year.”” ‘ Yes, Mr. Tanner,” 
whispered the shepherd, “* but it would be a 
pity to spoil the tree.” And the third man 
exclaimed, ‘‘ What acorns! If I could feed 
my pigs here, what sausages and hams I’d 
sell!”’ ‘* Well, Mr. Butcher,” said the shep- 
herd, ‘‘ next week the acorns will be for 
sale.” When the men had passed, the boy 
asked his father how he knew what they 
were. ‘Oh,’ said the shepherd, ‘* that was 
quite easy. I knew by the things they 
spoke about.” 

* F, J. Gould. 
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And that is how you and I are known too, 
by the things we speak about and the way 
we speak about them. If we say, ‘‘ I should 
have went,” or ‘‘ he told Mary and I,” our 
friends will know that, at any rate, grammar 
is not our strongest point! If we rattle our 
“r’s ” like a kettledrum, and ask our visitors 
to “‘ sit in to the fire’? and speak of porridge 
in the plural, they will begin to suspect that 
we come from Scotland! If we talk much 
about things to eat, they will be sure to call 
us greedy. If we use the word “I” very 
often, we shall be put down as conceited. 
In all sorts of ways like that, we reveal 
ourselves by the mere fashion of our speech. 

Even when Peter, in that sad story in the 
Gospel, was denying the Lord whom he 
loved, the porter knew he was a disciple of 
Jesus, for Peter was a Galilean, and spoke 
with a “ burr.” 

Now, how fine it would be if people knew 
that we loved and followed Jesus just by 
the way that we spoke! I don’t mean 
because the words of religion or the name of 
Jesus were always on our lips, for that is not 
the best way of showing our love to Him. 
But if our words were always clean, whole- 
some and kind,—even if they were not 
always solemn, but were meant to be funny 
sometimes—if they were always reverent of 
what is good, never bitter, nor hasty, nor 
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untrue,—if your words and mine were always 
like that, people would say, “‘ These must be 
friends of Jesus, for their speech betrayeth 
them.”” And no one could have a greater 
thing said of him than that. 


II Acid-drops 
** A friend loveth at all times.”—Prov. xvii. 17. 


I wonver if it is hopelessly old-fashioned 
to ask you if you know the kind of sweet 
that is called an acid-drop? It is not nearly 
so modern as the chocolates you know all 
about, but an acid-drop has virtues of its 
own. On a hot day, for instance, when you 
are very thirsty, it is delightfully cool and 
fresh and sharp. It tastes, as the advertise- 
ment says, “like a breeze in the mouth.” 

I read a curious thing about this particular 
brand of sweet the other day, in the Letters 
of James Smetham, who was an artist, and 
a writer and a man of God. He said that 
one of the best friendships of his life 
‘began, at fifteen, in a common taste for 
acid-drops.” That was a funny way to 
start a friendship, you may think. But as 
a matter of fact, friendships begin in all 
queer sorts of ways. Just because we go to 
the same School, or come home by the same 
train, or go to the same Church, we are 
friends for all the rest of our lives. And, 
however it may begin, a real good friendship 
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is something to thank God for. When you 
are remembering all the good gifts the 
Heavenly Father has given you, do not forget 
to include your friends. 

But Smetham goes on to say something 
that is “‘ curiouser and curiouser,’’ namely, 
that ‘“‘an unguarded acid drop has ended 
many a friendship.” That clearly needs 
some thinking about. He can’t mean a 
sweet, for an unguarded sweet could not 
break a friendship. No, I think he means 
something that is really like a drop of acid, 
namely, a burning, bitter word, a flash of 
temper, when you say to some dear friend 
what you are sorry for ever after. That 
kind of acid drop has ended many a friendship. 

So, if we want to keep our friends—and we 
do, of course—let us watch out carefully for 
the acid drops. Let us pray God to help us 
to rule our temper. Let us beware of the 
bitter word. That an acid-drop should begin 
a friendship is merely interesting, and just a 
little funny; but that an acid drop should 
end a friendship is one of the saddest things 
in the world. The acid-drops that go into 
your mouth are all right, and quite harmless, 
unless you take too many; but the acid 
drops that come out of your mouth when 
you are angry can do incredible harm. 
Let’s all be on the look-out against these. 


IV Looking on the Bright Side 


For this subject we hardly need a par- 
ticular text, for the whole Bible, with its 
message that God loves and cares for all His 
children, is really the text. It is because 
God is Love that we know that everything 
must have a bright side, however dark the 
other may be. Often, we cannot see it, 
but we can always be looking out for it, 
and trying to see it. 

But there are some things of which it is 
difficult to imagine that there can be any 
bright side at all. For instance, there is 
cod-liver oil. I mention that, because I 
know many of you are taking it every day 
at present. Well, now, you may ask with 
feeling, where’s the bright side of cod-liver 
oil ? 

I know a boy who is bribed a penny a 
time to take his oil. Thinking he must be 
getting rich, I asked him what he did with 
all his money. He said he had to give it 
back to his mother, to buy more cod-liver 
oil! I could not help wondering when 
such a process could end! A particularly 
‘* vicious circle ”’ that ! 

We have all heard, often enough, that 
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cod-liver oil is very good for us, and makes 
us strong. But nowadays we are told far 
more than that—that there are more of these 
wonderful little agents called vitamins in 
cod-liver oil than in almost any other thing 
we could take, and it is the vitamins that 
make and keep us fit and well. This very 
unpleasant oil, it seems, is almost as good as 
sunshine in winter; indeed, if you take it 
regularly in winter, you can practically do 
without the sun at all. Cod-liver oil, there- 
fore, is a sort of bottled sunshine. But 
how? you Say. 

Well, this is how. On the surface of the 
sea, in some parts, there are innumerable 
multitudes of minute, living things, tiny dots 
of life, floating about like a vast sheet of 
blotting-paper, simply absorbing sunlight, 
soaking it up, as the paper soaks up ink. 
The smaller fishes eat these tiny creatures 
by the thousand, and the cod eat the smaller 
fishes. So that, though it may live deep 
down in the sea, the cod fish is just full of 
soaked-up sunshine, and the oil made from 
it, which you have to take, is particularly 
rich in that sunny virtue. 

You never knew that before? Neither did 
I, but I have reason to believe it is true. 
So, you see, there is a bright side to cod- 
liver oil after all. There is actually sunshine 
in it, if we only knew. 
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Yes, and there are many other unpleasant 
bitter things in life which would show their 
bright side too, if we only knew enough 
about them. We don’t know, meantime, 
but we can trust and believe, and be on the 
watch to see the bright side when we can. 
That is one of the ways by which you may 
know a true Christian man or woman. 
Because they have seen the Love of God in 
the face of Jesus, they are looking for the 
bright side in everything. 


V The Easiest Kind of Obedience * 


** Whatsoever he saith unto you, do it.”—John ii. 5. 


OnE of the qualities that the Boys’ Brigade 
seeks to develop is Obedience, prompt, un- 
questioning Obedience. You have to do 
what you are told, you have to obey an 
order, not when it pleases you, but on the 
instant, without waiting to consider why 
that particular order was given. You have 
all learned, I know, that it is the mark of a 
good Company when the obedience is swift 
and unhesitating. 

I wonder if it ever occurred to you that, 
when you trust your leader, that is really 
the easiest kind of obedience? When you 
begin to think of it, somehow that always 
makes it harder. Here are some lines by 
the author of no less famous a book than 
* Lorna Doone ’”—which you must certainly 
read whenever you can get hold of it—which 
will help you to remember that it does not 
pay to “think about it.” 

A centipede was happy ’til, 

One day, a frog, in fun, 

Said “‘ Pray, which leg moves after which? ” 
This raised his doubts to such a pitch, 


He fell exhausted, in a ditch, 
Not knowing how to run ! 


* To the “ 1st London ” Company, Boys’ Brigade. 
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The centipede, who has ever so many legs, 
could work them all, quite easily, so long as 
he did not think about it, but the moment 
he began to consider which leg moved after 
which, he was done! And you know, when 
you are called in the morning, and you 
start thinking about getting up, what usually 
happens! A very wise old Doctor of 
Divinity who was famous for his early rising 
was once asked by a young minister: “‘ How 
do you manage it? Do you pray about it? ” 
*“ No,” said the old Doctor, ‘“‘I don’t pray 
about it. I just get up.” 

When father asks you to do something for 
him, you'll get into a tangle if you stop to 
consider why he wants that done just at 
that moment. Go and do it, before you 
have time to think at all! 

When someone tries to persuade you to 
something that you know quite well to be 
wrong, don’t waste time debating with your- 
self. That gives the Devil his chance, and 
you'll be in the ditch the next minute. Just 
say “No” at once. 

Think of our text for a moment,—‘* What- 
soever he saith unto you, do it.” Now, 
there is only one Person in all the world of 
whom that can be said with absolute and 
invariable safety. Even the wisest of our 
friends may sometimes advise us wrongly. 
To do whatsoever they say may lead us 
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astray now and then. But what Jesus says 
is always best, and always right, and it is 
of Him that these words were spoken. You 
remember, I said that prompt obedience is 
the easiest “‘ when you trust your leader.” 
But Jesus is the best of all Leaders, the 
most splendid Captain men could have. 
In the Bible, and in our hearts, and by the 
lips of our friends and teachers, and in many 
other ways, He speaks to those who want 
to be His disciples, and to follow Him. And 
whatsoever He saith unto us, we should do 
at once. There is never any risk in that. 
It is when we hesitate and consider, and 
wonder if we really heard Him right, that 
we get into trouble. 


VI Which Sea ? 


** Freely ye have received, freely also give.”’—Matt. x. 8. 


SUPPOSE that you got your choice, and 
you had to be a Sea of some sort, which of 
the two would you prefer to be, the Sea of 
Galilee or the Dead Sea? Perhaps you 
think it is rather a silly question, but if you 
consider it for a minute, it isn’t really so 
silly as it looks. 

Let’s try to decide between them. There’s 
the sea of Galilee, fresh and wholesome, with 
green banks, and fish teeming in its sunlit 
waters. It was on the banks of that sea 
or lake that Jesus lived and taught His 
disciples. And there’s the Dead Sea, so 
called because its waters are stagnant, so 
that no fish can live in them, and nothing 
grows on the banks. Both are alike in this 
respect that the same river, the Jordan, 
flows into them. But the Dead Sea has no 
outlet. The Sea of Galilee is healthy be- 
cause it not only receives but gives. The 
Dead Sea only receives, and does not give 
at all. 

Now, I think, we are all prepared to decide. 
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Every day, you and I are receiving kindness 
and love and seryice from those about us. 
We must pass these on. We must let them 
run out of us to others. That’s the way of 
the Sea of Galilee. And the way of health. 
And the way of Christ. 

So, if we must be a Sea, we vote solid 
for Galilee ! 


VII The Bell Far In 


“My word . . . shall not return unto me void, but it 
shall accomplish that which I please.’’—Isa. lv. 11. 


SoME verses which I saw the other day 
told how the writer went to call on a friend, 
and rang the bell, which was the sort that 
you push in. He listened and heard nothing, 
and was wondering whether he would try 
again, or knock or go away, when his friend 
came to the door himself. And this was 
his explanation :— 


** The bell is far, and very small,” he said, 

** You may not catch it for the walls between, 

‘* But rest assured, each time you push the knob, 
‘* We cannot choose but hear the bell within.” 


Now, I think that is worth remembering, 
for there are not only houses but people 
like that. Their bell is far in. You tell 
them a funny story, for instance, and you 
listen and hear nothing. They are a long 
time in coming to the door! You relate 
something that you think frightfully exciting, 
and they don’t seem greatly interested. 
And you are disappointed. Their bell is a 
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long way in, and does not ring quick and 
loud like yours. 

But the thing to keep always in mind is 
that they do hear all right. For, you know, 
we are not all built on the same plan, any 
more than houses are, and some people are 
very much more shy and reserved than 
others. And we don’t all show our feelings 
in the same way. But the bell rings all 
right ninety-nine times out of,a hundred. 
I don’t really believe there are many people 
in the world whose bell is completely out 
of order, and won’t ring at all. 

You try to do someone a kindness one day, 
and it is received in such a way that you 
wonder if you have given offence. When 
that happens, remember this—there are very, 
very few people whose bell does not ring 
when you do them a kindness. Nearly every- 
one is truly grateful for a kind deed or word. 
But some bells are far in and not loud, 
so you don’t hear them well. ‘“ But rest 
assured each time you push the knob, they 
cannot help but hear the bell within.” 

Teachers, and mothers, and the very 
minister himself need to remember this. 
When the teacher in the Sunday School has 
made the truth of the lesson just as plain 
and simple as he can, and you sit looking as 
if you were thinking of something entirely 
different, he sometimes asks himself, ‘‘ Now, 
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did the bell ring? ’”? When Mother gathers 
you for a quiet talk, in the dear way that 
mothers have, she is sometimes left wondering 
if your bell rang. And when the minister 
has something about God or Jesus to tell his 
people, and has said it as well as ever he can, 
he sometimes sits in his study afterwards 
asking himself if he managed to ring that 
bell this morning. 

So we all need this little verse to preach 
to us. Whatever it is we are trying to do 
for God or man, whether it be high service 
or just common, every-day kindness, it is 
very, very seldom indeed that the bell does 
not ring. We may not hear it, for some 
people have small bells, far in, but the 
answer will come all right. 

It is God’s promise. For in the Bible 
He declares that His Word, which men and 
women speak, and which boys and girls can 
speak too—for every good, true, kind word 
is His—shall not return to him void. The 
bell will ring all right, for God Himself will 
see to that, if only we push the knob. 


en LE EE EL ELE LEAD 
VIII God’s Ice 


*¢ He casteth forth his ice like morsels : who can stand 
before his cold? ’—Ps. exlvii. 17. 


WE all like hard, frosty weather, because it 
is healthy weather. And if you live in the 
country, there is the chance of skating. 
There are some jolly schools where you even 
get a skating holiday, when the ponds are 
bearing. But frosty weather is not a holiday 
for everybody. The plumber, for example, 
has to work overtime then, for pipes will get 
frozen and burst. 

Did you ever think how cold it must be 
for the fish, and all the small creatures of 
God who live in the bottom of the pond, over 
whose frozen surface the skaters glide, so 
swift and gracefully? I want you to think 
of them for a moment, and to think your 
very hardest ! 

You know that cold water sinks because 
it is heavy, that warm water rises because it 
is lighter. Now, as the night gets colder 
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and colder, the water on the top of the pond 
gets colder too, and goes down to the bottom. 
And if things went on like that until the 
water actually froze, you would have the ice 
forming at the bottom of the pond first. 
Think what that would mean! All the tiny 
_ creatures that burrow in the mud would die. 
And as the ice crept up to the surface, all 
the fish would die too. Every time we had 
a long, hard frost, all the ponds would be 
frozen solid, and everything in them would 
die. 

But now, notice this very carefully. As 
water gets colder, it gets heavier and sinks. 
It goes on doing that, until this dreadful 
catastrophe is just about to happen, when 
it suddenly stops getting heavier, and begins 
to expand, to get lighter. Just when it is 
about to freeze, water expands, and, of 
course, rises to the top. So the ice forms 
there, and not at the bottom, as you might 
think it was going to do, if you had been 
watching it all the time. So the fishes 
don’t freeze after all, and the little creatures 
that live in the mud burrow deep in, and are 
kept alive there, because the water down 
there is warmer than on the surface. Isn’t 
that wonderful? Surely God must have 
been thinking of all these tiny creatures of 
His when He gave water that curious property 
of getting lighter when it is about to freeze ! 
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Verily, His tender mercies are over all His 
works. If God the Father cares for the 
small creatures in the pond like that, how 
very sure we ought to be that He cares for 


you and me! 


IX Give and Forgive 


** Give, and it shall be given unto you.” 
*“* Forgive, and ye shall be forgiven,’’—Luke vi. 38, 87. 


THESE two great sayings of Jesus are easily 
remembered. If you read them and repeat 
them aloud just once, you can hardly forget 
them. 

‘“* Give and it shall be given unto you.” 

When Agassiz, the naturalist, was a little 
boy, his mother took him to the famous 
Kcho Valley at Grindelwald. But as he did 
not know what an echo was, she explained 
it to him by saying that there was another 
little boy up in the hills who would answer 
him if he spoke. ‘‘ Shout to the little boy,” 
she said. So Agassiz shouted, ‘“‘ Who are 
you?” And the answer came back quick, 
‘Who are you?” And little Agassiz did 
not like that. It did not seem a very good 
beginning! ‘I don’t like you,” he shouted 
next. And the echo replied, “‘I don’t like 
you.” Whereupon the future man of science 
began to cry! 

‘** Oh, but you are treating him the wrong 
way,” said the mother. “Speak kindly to 
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him, and see what happens.” So young 
Agassiz shouted, ‘‘ I want to be kind to you.” 
And the boy up in the hills replied that he 
wanted to be kind to him! “Ill show you 
my toys,” cried Agassiz, in a burst of con- 
fidence. And it appeared that the boy in 
the hills had toys that he wanted to show 
to Agassiz. After that, I suppose they got 
on all right. 

That Echo Valley is pretty much like 
Life. If you give the world kindness, you'll 
get kindness back, as a rule. If you smile, 
it is like a mirror, and smiles back. And 
when people complain that everybody scowls 
at them, it is always worth while to inquire 
whether it was not they who began the 
scowling. “‘ Give,’ said Jesus, “* and it shall 
be given unto you.” 

But sometimes, when you have done your 
best to be kind, you get unkindness back. 
Someone quite unexpectedly hurts or grieves 
you. What are you to do then? Give as 
you have got? Ah, no—not if you want to 
be Christ’s boys and girls. He says to you 
then, ‘‘ Forgive, and ye shall be forgiven.” 

Ask Mother, some time, to show you a 
ring with a pearl in it. And then remember 
that this is how pearls are formed—there is 
a tiny sea-worm that bores a hole in the 
oyster’s shell, which irritates and hurts the 
oyster. So, to get rid of the annoyance, the 
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oyster secretes from its body some stuff 
which covers up the gritty speck. And that 
is what hardens into a pearl. It is what 
the oyster heals its wound with. Now, when 
you forgive someone who has done you a 
hurt, that’s what you are doing too, you are 
‘““closng the wound with a pearl.” So 
precious a pearl is it in God’s sight, that 
when He sees your little forgiveness, and 
mine, He says, ‘‘I also will forgive them.” 
‘“‘ Forgive, and ye shall be forgiven.” 


Bu Asking Questions 


** T will now turn aside and see this great sight, why the 
bush is not consumed.”—Exod. iii. 3. 


MosEs was an old man at this time, so his 
curiosity was all the more wonderful, because 
it is when we are young that that faculty is 
strongest. The younger we are indeed, the 
greater our curiosity is. You know what a 
point of interrogation is? This is one that 
the printer has put at the end of the last 
sentence. Take a good look at it. A wise 
and witty man once said that “a point of 
interrogation is a little, round, chubby thing 
that asks questions”! That’s you, I am 
afraid, isn’t it? 

Well, I am going to say something to you 
which your fathers and mothers will perhaps 
not approve of, namely—go on asking ques- 
tions! God means little people to ask lots 
of questions. For our heads are really rather 
empty then, and that’s one way, and a good 
way, of getting them filled with useful 
knowledge. It is by asking questions that 
we all learn. When Newton saw an apple 
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fall to the ground, he asked why it should 
not fall upwards, and so he discovered what 
is called the law of gravitation. When 
another famous philosopher saw the kettle 
lid being lifted by the steam inside, he asked, 

PS Why??? And that led to the discovery 
of the steam engine. 

So, in all seriousness, I say to you, boys 
and girls, go on asking questions. 

Only, and this is important, don’t ask 
stupid questions. There are some questions, 
you know, which are really stupid because 
they are unnecessary. When your Daddy is 
tired and is lying back on his chair, with 
his eyes shut, and you say, “‘ Daddy?” 
and he says, “‘ Yes?”’’ and you ask him 
if he is sleeping—that is a stupid question. 
After I return from holiday, I always expect 
two or three of my friends at least, meeting 
me on the road, to say “‘ Hullo! Have you 
got back?” What would they say if I 
answered, “No”! That also is a stupid 
question because it is unnecessary. 

And then, try to remember the answer to 
a question, and don’t have to ask it over 
and over again. 

And, lastly, don’t always be asking ques- 
tions. Take a rest sometimes! Mr. Rud- 
yard Kipling, in one of his poems, says that 
he keeps six honest serving men that taught 
him all he knew. These are What, and 
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Why, and When, and How, and Where, and 
Who. And, after they have worked for 
him, he says that he gives them a rest. But 
he says he knows a little girl—however, I 
had better tell you in his own words :— 


But different folk have different views. 
I know a person small 

She keeps ten million serving men 

Who get no rest at all! 

She sends ’em abroad on her own affairs 
From the second she opens her eyes. 
One million How’s, two million Where’s, 
And seven million Why’s ! 


So, I say, take a rest sometimes ! 

But God means and expects boys and girls 
to ask questions. There is a very beautiful 
proof of that in the Bible. When God is 
telling Moses what to say to Israel about 
celebrating the Passover, He goes on: “‘ And 
it shall come to pass that when thy children 
shall ask saying, ‘What mean ye by this 
service?’ ’’ He did not say, “ 2f they ask,” 
but “when they ask,” because He knew 
they would be sure to ask, for God made 
children so. 

God expects boys and girls to come to 
their fathers and mothers, and their teachers 
and their minister, with all sorts of questions. 
And we try to tell them as best we can. But 
when they come asking, as in time they 
should do, about God, and Jesus Christ, 
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and about loving Him, and being His 
children, ah, then we need great grace that 
we may answer wisely. For of all the 
questions that you can ask, there are none 
more important than these. 


XI The Wandering Jew 


‘* Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least 
of these my brethren ye have done it unto me.” — 
Matt. xxv, 40. 


You have all heard of the Wandering 
Jew, and sometimes, perhaps, when you 
have been particularly restless, you have 
been compared to one. Do you know the 
story about the Wandering Jew? 

His name, it is said, was Ahasuerus, and 
he lived in Jerusalem on the road that led 
to Calvary. On the day when Jesus passed 
along that Way, bearing His Cross, He 
leaned it for a moment against this man’s 
door, to get a rest. 

But Ahasuerus, who was a bitter and 
hard-hearted man, ordered Jesus away to 
the doom He deserved. And, without a 
word, the Man of Sorrows took up the Cross 
and went on to Calvary, where He died for 
the salvation of men. 

And that night, the legend goes on, 
Ahasuerus, driven by his remorse for what 
he had done, began his wandering. He 


has been wandering ever since. No one 
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ever sees him. And even Death leaves him 
alone. But, at night, when the wind goes 
sighing round the house, the peasant, in 
quiet country places, crosses himself and 
says: “It is the Wandering Jew!” He 
must continue his wandering, it is said, till 
he comes upon two oaks that grow together 
in the form of a Cross. Then he will know 
that his journey is ended, and he will find 
rest. 

Now, children, it cannot be that Jesus 
will ever lean His Cross again at your door, 
or any other in the world. For He will not 
pass that sorrowful Way again. But some 
brother or sister of His may lean their burden 
there to rest, may come to you and me 
seeking help in their trouble, or in need of a 
kind word and a friendly hand. 

How shall we treat them? Order them 
off, like the Wandering Jew, tell them we 
can’t be bothered with them, and they have 
nobody to blame but themselves? Ah, surely 
not! Surely, not that! For, inasmuch as 
we do it unto one of the least of these His 
brethren, we do it unto Jesus Himself. 


XII Burdens and Wings 


‘* Every man shall bear his own burden.’’—Gal. vi. 5. 


On a landing, half-way up a stair, in a 
house that used to be my home, there stood 
an old Grandfather’s Clock. And often as I 
passed it, I had no idea how interesting it 
was, till a little lass of two summers came 
to stay with me, and talked to it, and about 
it, every time she went up or down. From 
her I learned many things. 

But the best thing about the Clock I 
found out myself, in this way: Something 
gradually went wrong with the striking. It 
used to make such a whirring, wheezing 
noise when it struck the hour, that one could 
hardly hear what o’clock it was! Now, I 
don’t know much about clocks, but I know 
a little about bicycles and typewriters, and 
I know that these sometimes need oil. So I 
judged that that was what the old Clock 
needed. Do you know how to oil a clock? 
You have to do it very gently—just tickle 
it, so to speak, with an oily feather. 

To oil the Clock, I had to take off the 
pendulum—you know, that rod with a weight 
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at the end which swings backwards and 
forwards. And, when I did so, the clock 
started off ticking at a great rate. The 
hands moved round the face, as if they 
were running a race. And though it was 
early morning really, the cloek had soon 
passed lunch-time, and tea-time, and then 
it was time to go to bed, and then it was 
to-morrow, and next week! It was in a 
tremendous hurry, a thoroughly frivolous 
and undependable old Clock, just because I 
had taken its burden, the pendulum, off. 
So, when I had oiled it, I put the pendulum 
on again. And there it was, a steady old 
Clock again, saying “* Tick, tock, tick, tock,” 
as a proper clock ought to do. Apparently 
it is good for a clock to bear its burden. 

So, I think it may be good for all of us. 
I think God gives us our hard tasks, and 
duties and lessons to learn, what we call 
our burdens, because these are really good 
for us. Without them, we should perhaps 
be as undependable as a clock without a 
pendulum. 

In one of his poems, Schiller tells how, 
when God first made the birds, they had 
beautiful plumage and sweet voices, but no 
wings! Then, He laid their wings on the 
ground, and said, “‘ Take these burdens and 
bear them.”’ And the birds said, ‘‘ Burdens ! 
Oh, dreadful! Still, we'll carry them, as 
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bravely and cheerfully as we can.” So the 
burdens they took up began to grow to them, 
and spread out and helped them to fly. 
For what God had called burdens were 
really wings, without which the birds could 
never have risen from the ground. 

And quite often our burdens turn out to 
be wings too. Edison, who helped to give 
us the telephone, is himself rather deaf. 
And when someone spoke of the hardship 
that must be in his work, Edison replied 
that it had turned out really to be a bless- 
ing, because it led to his discovering a 
receiver so perfect that he could hear with 
it himself. We speak of the burden of 
poverty, and often it is both a sad and sore 
one. But sometimes the boy who is poor 
has had to work so hard that he has de- 
veloped a strong and noble character, and 
in the end stood out among his fellows in a 
way he might never have done but for his 
early struggles and his poverty. 

Again and again we see that happening 
in life. God lays burdens on His children— 
ill-health, responsibility, sorrow—and they 
say, like the birds, ‘‘ Oh, dreadful!” But 
when they take them up, and bear them 
cheerful and bravely, the burdens seem to 
turn into wings, raising them up to be better 
men and women, and lifting them nearer 
to God. ; 


XIII The Way of the Loving Heart 


** And an highway shall be there, and a way, and way- 
faring men, though fools, shall not err therein.”— 
Isa, xxxv, 8, 


I suppose that nearly all you boys, and 
a good many of the girls too, have read 
‘** Treasure Island’’? If not, ask for it on 
your next birthday, or save your pennies 
and buy it yourself. Stevenson, who wrote 
it, knew the kind of stories boys like. He 
was a boy himself all his life, even when he 
was grown-up, and I rather think that is 
one of the very nicest kind of men to be. 
But he was not strong, and often sick, and 
was unable to live in his cold, misty Scot- 
land. So he made his home in the sunny 
South, in an island of the Pacific, called 
Samoa. And because he was a boy at heart, 
he understood and liked the natives, and 
they loved him. Their name for him was 
Tusitala, which means Teller of Stories. To 
show their esteem for him, the chiefs of Samoa 
made a road to his house, and called it the 
Road of the Loving Heart. 

Isn’t it apretty name? Stevenson actually 
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had his house on that Road. I wonder if 
you have? For there are many Roads of 
the loving Heart in this City. What is it 
like? you ask. The Way of the Loving 
Heart is any road you take, north, south, 
east or west, when you are doing something 
kind to somebody. It is like the Way 
mentioned in our text, for you can hardly 
mistake it. 

But suppose that, some day, you wanted 
to know if you were really on it, and you 
met a Stranger with a pleasant face, and 
said to him, “Can you tell me, please, if I 
am on the Road of the Loving Heart?” 
He would likely answer your question by 
asking you another, ‘ What are you going 
to do?” he would say. Then you would 
have to explain that you were going an 
errand for Mother, or that your friend had 
got mumps and you were taking a book to 
her to read, or that this was Peter’s birth- 
day, and you were going to buy him a 
present. 

And the Stranger would smile and say, 
“Yes, this is the Road right enough. Just 
keep straight on the way you are going.” 

How did you come to Church this morning ? 
Think it out, right back to your own door. 
You have come here to give God the Father 
thanks and praise for all His good gifts, and 
especially for His gift of Jesus. And any 
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road you have come, whatever the other 
_ name of it was, with that purpose in your 
coming, has been a Road of the Loving 
Heart. 

It is a beautiful name. It was along that 
Road with the beautiful name that Jesus 
walked all the time that He was on earth. 
And if we ask Him, He will guide our feet 
along it day by day. 


ALIV * Cheer Upig 


I was looking out of my Study window, 
one morning before breakfast, in the days 
when I lived in the country, and I saw a 
sparrow eyeing a crust of bread lying on the 
grass, which some wasteful person had flung 
over from the road. I could almost imagine 
I saw the sparrow rubbing his legs together, 
since he had no hands to rub, and saying 
to himself, “My word! what a grand 
breakfast I am going to have this morning ! ” 
After thinking of it for a moment or two, he 
hopped down to get his fine breakfast, when, 
just as he was walking up to it, a great 
hungry blackbird was down in a flash, and 
had the crust away before he could say 
** Jack Robinson.” 

The sparrow went back again to the top 
of the wall, and do you know what he said? 
I heard him as plainly as could be. He said 
to himself, “Cheer up”! I had read in 
books that sparrows make a sound like 
this—chirrp! But that is not right. At 
any rate, what this sparrow said quite 
distinctly was not “Chirrp” but ‘ Cheer 
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up.” And I thought it was a splendid 
thing for him to say. If anyone had taken 
away my breakfast that morning, just when 
I was sitting down to it, I wonder if I should 
have said to myself, ‘‘ Cheer up.” I rather 
think I should have said something else ! 

I have often thought of that sparrow, and 
remembered what he said. And I have 
sometimes asked myself why he said it. 
Was it, I wonder, because he knew of that 
lovely saying of Jesus about God the Father 
not forgetting even one sparrow? Sparrows, 
in Christ’s time, were so cheap that you 
got two for a farthing; and if you asked 
for a halfpennyworth of sparrows, you got 
five, that is one into the bargain. But not 
one of them, said Jesus, not even the odd 
little sparrow that you get for nothing, 
not one is forgotten before God. Perhaps 
it is because he knows that God the Father 
cares for him, and that nothing can happen 
to him without the Father’s knowledge, 
even when he falls from the tree at last, 
that he is always so brave and confident, 
and tells himself to cheer up so many times 
aday. If that is the reason, he is an example 
to you and me. For Jesus has told us far, 
far more about the Love and Care of the 
Father in Heaven than the sparrow can 
possibly know, and yet we often worry 
about things, and are distrustful of the Love 
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all round us, and are very far indeed from 
being cheerful all the time. 


Said the Robin to the Sparrow— 
** T should really like to know 
Why these anxious human beings 
Rush about and worry so!” 
Said the Sparrow to the Robin— 
** Friend, I think that it must be 
That they have no Heavenly Father 
Such as cares for you and me.” 


AV The Bishop’s Dream 


‘“‘ Let this mind be in you which was also in Christ 
Jesus.””—Phil. 11. 5. 


THAT is what all Christ’s people want, 
and pray for, to have the same mind as 
Christ about things. Now, we know a good 
deal about the mind of Jesus, for grown-up 
men and women. But perhaps you think 
we don’t seem to know so much about Jesus 
as a Boy. What is the Mind of Jesus for 
boys? 

Luther tells about a Bishop who wanted 
very much to know something more than 
the Bible tells, of the childhood of Jesus. 
So, he prayed about it, and, as the story 
goes, he had a dream. 

He saw, in his dream, a Carpenter’s shop 
at Nazareth, and a man, working there, 
and a Boy, playing about on the floor, 
picking up chips that fell from the carpenter’s 
tool. By and by a sweet-faced woman 
came to the door and called them both to 
dinner, and set before them a bowl of por- 
ridge. And the Bishop watched with the 
utmost interest. To his surprise, he heard 
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the Boy say: ‘“‘ Why does that man stand 
there? Shall he not eat of our porridge 
with us?” At that, the Bishop awoke from 
his dream. 

But it was a fine dream, was it not? It 
is a Christ-like thing to want to share your 
good things with others. It 7s the mind of 
Christ that, when you are happy yourself, 
you should try to make others happy too. 

If that was the Mind of Jesus, when He 
was a Boy, it was just the same as His 
Mind when He was a Man. And all His 
boys and girls should try to be like Him. 


‘““O God our Father, we pray that as we grow older 
we may come to know more and more of the Mind of 
Jesus. And what we know, help us to do, for His 
sake. Amen.” 


XVI Clouts and Rags 


“* Old cast clouts and rotten rags.” —Jer. xxxviii. 12. 


WHAT, you may well ask, are these old 
rags doing in the Bible? Why, when it 
has so much to tell us of God and His Christ, 
and how to live that we may please Him, 
should the Bible waste time with old clouts 
and rotten rags? For a very beautiful 
reason, which we shall understand when we 
know the story about them. 

Jeremiah the prophet had been cast into 
prison because he preached to the people 
what he believed, rather than what they 
wanted him to say. His prison was a 
dungeon cut in the rock, so that he had to 
be let down with ropes. There was no door 
and no light, and the bottom was damp and 
muddy. 

If you go to St. Andrews some time, you 
will see a dungeon like it, the Bottle Dungeon, 
it is called, because it is shaped like a bottle, 
with a narrow neck which widens out to a 
cave deeper down. In that dungeon, John 
Knox and other reformers and martyrs of 
the Scottish Church were confined, in the 
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bad old days of long ago. The guide who 
shows you the dungeon ties a lamp to the 
end of a rope, and lets it down, down, down, 
till it rests on the bottom, and you can see 
what a dreadful prison it is. If you have 
once seen it, you will never forget the Bottle 
Dungeon at St. Andrews. 

It was in a fearsome hole like that that 
Jeremiah was imprisoned. And there was 
one man who was sorry for him, Ebed- 
melech, a black man. He went to the king, 
and got permission to take the prophet out. 
The question was, How? Jeremiah was old 
and frail, and to pull him out with a rope 
round him might hurt him seriously. So 
Ebed-melech thought for a bit, and then 
brought a pile of old cast-off clothes and 
rags, and lowered these into the pit. He 
told the prophet to put them under his 
arms like a cushion, so that the rope should 

not hurt when he was hauled up. 

' And that’s why these old rags have a 
place in the Bible! Because they were 
used to do a kindness. That makes even old 
rags precious in the sight of God. Ehbed- 
melech not only did a kind thing, he did it 
kindly, he took pains to do it in the kindest 
possible way. Sometimes, you know, you 
can intend to be kind, and yet hurt your 
friend, because you do not think out the 
best way to do it. There is an art in being 
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kind. It isn’t a case of ‘Oh anything will 
do!” You must do it the best way, the 
kindest way. And it’s the little things that 
count, the smile, the thoughtful provision, 
the way the gift is given. It’s an art that 
concerns itself even with old rags. That is 
why they are here in the Bible, to show us 
that nothing is too common or ordinary or 
too little for God to remember, when it is 
given or used for love’s sake, and Christ’s 
sake. 


XVII A Noble Pretence 


‘When thou fastest, anoint thine head and wash thy 
face, that thou appear not unto men to fast.” — 
Matt. vi. 17. 


I supposE you all know what Measles is, 
or are—whichever is the right way to say it. 
You’ve had them? I wonder if you know 
how you got them? This is not the way— 
you did not say, one day, “ It’s a long time 
since I had a holiday. Tll have measles, 
and then [ll be away from School for a 
time.” That was not how you got them. 
You got them without knowing. You were 
infected in a train or ’bus or at School. 
You took them from someone who had them. 
Measles are infectious, they are ‘* catching,” 
as some people say. 

I want to speak to you of something else 
that is also catching. Let me spell it, 
D.U.M.P.S.—Dumps. Do you know what 
that is? During the War we used to hear 
of “dumps” being blown up. But not 
this kind of dumps. Unfortunately, you 
can’t blow them up. This kind of dumps 
is a trouble, a disease, like measles. And 
here are some of the symptoms—the patient 
seems to be afflicted with dumbness. A 
friend says to a boy with the dumps, “ Hallo, 
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John!” No answer. He is dumb, mean- 
time, and can’t speak. There would seem 
to be some pain, also, for the patient’s 
brows are drawn down, and he scowls. A 
curious kind of rheumatism is another symp- 
tom—the patient can’t or won’t move about. 
“Coming out to have a game?” asks some 
companion. No, he can’t come. Appar- 
ently his rheumatism is too bad. 

Isn’t it a silly trouble? And it’s catching. 
You can get it from others. Others can get 
it from you. Big people have been known 
sometimes to suffer from it. But it is little 
people we are concerned with at the moment. 

Now, you would not like to give anybody 
the dumps, would you? No, well don’t 
have them, yourself. Don’t ever have them 
at all! If you feel dumpish—and the best 
of us do that at times—then pretend at once 
that you do not. Just pretend, for fun, that 
you are feeling even cheerier than usual. 
It’s a noble kind of pretence, the same kind 
that Jesus counsels in our-text. It is a 
good ‘* camouflage,’’ as the soldiers used to 
say, for everyday use. 

Here is a verse I read the other day, 
and noted for you :— 


Search for sunshine in the cloud, 
Glints of silver catching,— 
Humour will infect a crowd, 
Dumps are also catching. 
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Some day, when Mother sees the symptoms 
coming on, the dumbness, the look of weary 
pain, and the rheumatism, you will hear her 
quoting to herself, as if it were. her favourite 
line of poetry, ‘‘ Dumps are also catching.” 
And you will understand. At once you will 
rig up that noble camouflage, and pretend 
that you are not feeling dumpish at all. 
And you will take Mother completely in. 
You will take yourself in, too. For, by and 
by, you will actually feel as cheerful and 
happy as you pretended to be. Just you 
try it, the very next time you are threatened 
with the dumps. Rig up the camouflage at 
once, pretend, pretend, pretend that you 
are quite cheerful. Even in little things 
that is a Christian line to take. 


Say you are well, or all is well with you, 
And God will hear your words and make them true. 


XVIII The Watchful Eye 


“Thou God seest me.”—Gen. xvi. 13. 


We know that God’s eye is always upon 
us, and we can never hide from it. Even 
when we are quite alone, God can still see 
us. We are being watched all the time. 

But there are different ways of watching— 
and it is so sad when we begin with wrong 
ideas about God. There is, for instance, 
the way that the policeman watches some 
suspicious character, expecting that he has 
either done something against the law, or 
that he is going to do it, flashing his bull’s 
eye lantern suddenly on him, as if he said, 
“Ah, I’ve got you now!” That is not how 
God watches us. Never make that mistake. 
I am sure that He must be vexed when we 
think of Him so. One of His honoured 
servants in our own day confessed that, 
when he was little, his life had been made 
miserable because he thought of God always 
as a great Staring Eye, or a policeman’s 
lantern, watching to see if he did wrong. 

It was to tell us that God is not like that 
at all that Jesus came. God, said Jesus, is 
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like your father, only He loves you infinitely 
more. Your father, you know, watches you, 
when you are in any difficulty or danger, or 
when he is anxious about you, because he 
loves you, and because everything you say 
and do is of interest to him. He is not 
expecting to catch you doing wrong, rather 
does he trust you to do what is right, and is 
glad when you do. And God, as Jesus has 
taught us, is our Father in Heaven. 

But the best way to think about God is 
to look at Jesus Himself. You cannot 
imagine Him watching the children whom 
He knew in Nazareth as if He were a police- 
man. There was real interest and love in 
His eyes. And when He said to His disciples, 
‘“‘ Suffer the little children to come unto 
me,” they did come, for they had only to 
look in His face, to trust Him. 

A burglar once broke into an unoccupied 
house and stole some valuable things. When. 
the detectives came, they found that one 
room had been completely ransacked, and 
everything lay about in confusion. In the 
course of their investigation, this very curious 
fact came to light. There was, in that 
room, a marble Head of Christ, crowned 
with thorns. The thief had lifted that, 
and examined it, for his finger-marks were 
on it. And then he had set it down again, 
with the Face to the wall, as if he could 
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not bear to have that Face looking on him 
while he was doing his evil work. 

If you know Jesus at all, it is very difficult 
to do what is clearly wrong if you think He 
is watching you. It is true we cannot see 
Him, but even to think of Him brings Him 
near. We all know that there are things 
which a boy, who loves his mother, simply 
cannot do, if he allows himself to think of 
her, and her trust in him. How much 
more powerful, then, must remembrance of 
Jesus be! For He is watching us, not just 
to see what we are doing, but to help us to 
do what is right. He knows we can do it, 
with Him, if we try. And He trusts us, 
always, to do our best. ‘To remember Jesus, 
His loving eye, and His wonderful trust, does 
make it hard to do wrong. It is when we 
forget Him, that we stumble and fall. 


XIX Shadows 


“They brought forth the sick into the streets... 
that the shadow of Peter, passing by, might over- 
shadow some of them.”’—Acts v. 15. 


WE all have a shadow. And you know 
yours when you see it. It gets into bed 
before you, and it keeps by you all the day, 
sometimes in front of you, sometimes behind, 
now long and stretched out, at other times 
close up and quite small. But it never 
leaves you; you can’t get rid of it. And, 
as the little boy says in the poem which 
perhaps you know :— 


I’d think shame to stick to nursie 
As my shadow sticks to me. 


Yes, it does stick. And a great deal depends 
on what kind of a shadow it is. There is a 
very dark and black shadow at the foot 
of my garden where two walls meet, and the 
sun can never get in. That is a harmful 
shadow, and nothing will grow there. 

But there are other shadows, like Peter’s, 
that really help and heal other people. 
There are friends we have, in whose presence 
we feel it is much easier to be good, to trust 
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in God, and to love and follow Jesus. Their 
shadow is a helpful, healing shadow. It was 
of one of that sort that these lovely words 
were written :— 


The blessings of his quiet life 

Fell round us like the dew, 

And kind thoughts, where his footsteps trod, 
Like fairy blossoms grew. 


What a blessed thing it must be to have a 
shadow like that ! 

But the strange thing is that people like 
Peter, whose very shadow has blessing in it, 
are not thinking of their shadow at all. 
They are thinking only of following Jesus 
Christ, and loving and serving Him. If you 
begin to think of your shadow, that is, of 
your influence on others, you cease to have 
any worth speaking about. You must not 
know about your shadow at all, must not 
think of it. You must try to be Christ’s 
boy or girl, and when you grow up, His 
servant and friend. And the shadow will 
take care of itself, and be of the right sort. 

I heard once of how a man got rid of his 
shadow altogether in a very beautiful way. 
There was a competition as to who could 
lose his shadow quickest. One man ran 
about in the sun, very fast, till he died, but 
his shadow was still there. The other saw 
a great tree near at hand, and went and 
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stood under it, and in its greater shadow 
lost his own. When your shadow will force 
itself on your notice, and you find yourself 
thinking of it—which is not good for you 
at all—here is a sure way to get rid of it. 
Go and help someone who is in real trouble 
or difficulty, go and do a kindness to some- 
one who has great need of it. And as you 
stand in under their shadow to befriend 
them, you will find that your own has 
disappeared. 


XX The Weight of Sand 


** Sand is weighty.”-—Prov. xxvii. 3. 


You do not think, perhaps, of the weight 
of sand when you are building castles in it 
at the seaside, but it is heavy, as you would 
learn if you had to carry much of it. It is 
for that reason that it is used as ballast in 
balloons, and because, when it is flung out, 
it scatters and hurts no one below. Iron 
bars, of course, would be heavier, but think 
what would happen when they were flung 
overboard! Sand can do a great deal of 
damage, nevertheless. I know one town, 
whose enemy, in the days of long ago, was 
not warring clansmen, nor yet the sea, but 
the sand which, driven before the wind, 
threatened to bury it altogether, more than 
once. 

Yet sand, which can be so destructive, 
when you take it up in your hands is seen 
to be made up of a multitude of grains, 
white and red and brown and black. The 
white specks may be shell, the red—sand- 
stone, the brown—clay or rock, and the 
black—probably grains of coal. Yet, when 
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enough of these tiny grains get together, 
they can do great damage. 

Even so, serious hurt can be done to 
character by small faults, when these are 
multiplied. There are little white things 
and red and brown and black things we all 
know about, that are weighty too, like sand, 
and can work no end of mischief. 

White things. Did you ever hear of the 
kind of lie that is called a “ white” one? 
A white lie is supposed to be not exactly a 
lie, but just rather near it. But white lies 
add up to something serious, namely, the 
sin of lying. 

Red things. Red is the colour of Temper, 
and nothing spoils character more quickly 
than ill-temper. We have all heard of 
Alexander the Great, who took so many 
cities and conquered so much of the world. 
But the Bible tells us that he that ruleth 
his own spirit is greater than he that taketh 
a city, and Alexander, great as he was, had 
never learned to do that. 

Brown things. Brown stands, I think, 
for sulkiness, because bears, which are sup- 
posed to be specially sulky, are mostly brown. 
Sometimes, you know, you have what is 
called “* a brown bear on your back.’”” When 
you have lost your game and don’t like it, 
or when you want something very badly 
that you can’t get, occasionally you get a 
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brown bear on your back. There was once 
a Princess who could tell the character of 
anyone she shook hands with. When a 
man’s hand felt like a wolf’s paw, she knew 
he was cruel. When another’s felt like a 
pig’s foot, she knew he was greedy. And if 
the Princess were to shake hands with you 
when you were sulky, she would feel as if 
she had shaken hands with a bear! Those 
little brown grains of sulkiness add up to 
something quite serious. For, by and by 
they set their mark on your face. I remem- 
ber once watching a man putting initials 
on glass tumblers. You bought a tumbler, 
and while you waited he put your initial on 
it. He did it with a sand blast, by blowing 
grains of sand against the glass with a jet 
of compressed air. The sand marked the 
glass. One grain could not, but many grains 
did it quickly. One sulky fit won’t leave its 
traces on your face perhaps. But if you 
have them day after day, they very soon 
will. 

And, last, black things. That must stand, 
I think, for disobedience, for it is one of the 
blackest of our faults. When Mother asks 
you to do something, and you say, “* No, I 
won’t,’”’—that is so very bad that I can’t 
bear to think any of you has ever done that, 
or ever will do it. So we'll say no more 
about black Disobedience. 
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You see now, I hope, how little faults, 
white and red and brown and black, like 
grains of sand, can add up to something 
weighty, and do great mischief.. They harm 
us, they grieve our father and mother and 
all who love us. And they grieve Jesus, 
our unseen Friend and Saviour, who loves 
us most of all. If only we remembered 
that, how hard we should try to avoid them! 
And to try hard, with the thought of Jesus, 
like a prayer in our heart, is to succeed. 


XXI Norman’s Bill 


*“ What shall we render unto the Lord for all His 
benefits towards us? ”—Ps. exvi. 12. 


I READ a story,* some years ago, about a 
boy whose name, we shall say, was Norman. 
He lived in the country, and sometimes did 
odd jobs for his mother about the house, 
as good boys do. But he noticed that other 
people who did work for the house sent in 
**pills,’ and got paid for it. So Norman 
thought he would let his mother have a 
“bill” from him. Next morning, therefore, 
he laid the following document on _ his 
mother’s breakfast plate :— 

Mother owes Norman. For fetching coal, 
six times, 6d.: For carrying logs of wood, 
lots of times, 6d.: For going an errand, 
twice, 4d.: For being a good boy, 2d.: 
Total ls. 6d. 

His mother read the bill, and said nothing. 
But, that evening, there was 1s. 6d. on 
Norman’s plate, and another bill as follows :— 

Norman owes Mother. For a happy home 
for ten years, Od.: For all his food and 

* “ Expository Times.” 
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clothing, 0d.: For nursing him in his illness, 
Od.: For being good to him, 0d.: Total: 
Nothing. 

When Norman read that, he went straight 
to his mother and flung his arms round her. 
neck and told her, with tears not far away, 
how much he loved her. He called himself 
all sorts of names for thinking he should 
be paid for what he did, when his mother 
had done so much for him. And I should 
not think that Norman, in after days, liked 
very much to be reminded about his bill. 

What shall we give, children, to God our 
Father for all He has done for us? If He 
were to make out His bill, what an enormous 
size it would be, for every good and perfect 
gift we have received has come from Him. 
Yet for all that, He asks, like Norman’s 
mother, nothing! It is all done for love. 
He gives to each of us, every day, more 
gifts than we can count, because He. loves 
us. What can we do but love Him in 
return, and try to please and serve Him 
as much as ever we can ? 


ex XTT The Virginia Creeper 


Wuewn God had planted the Garden of 
Eden with all sorts of leafy growing things, 
He sent an Angel, as the legend tells, to 
create flowers. There were plants there 
before that, but no flowers. So the Angel 
came and touched and blessed one growing 
thing after another, and whatever he touched 
put on a flower, the lily, the rose, the violet 
and all the rest. But the Virginia Creeper, 
climbing up the rock in a dark corner, was 
missed. The Angel went away, and the 
Creeper was unblessed and got no flower. 

Still it lived bravely on through the 
months, making its leaves as fair as possible, 
and saying to itself that, even though it had 
no flower, it would, at any rate, cover this 
old, bare rock with green. 

Then, when the violet’s scent had ceased, 
and the rose-leaves lay on the ground, and 
the lily had withered and summer was 
nearly gone, the Angel came again. 

He passed by all the flowering things, 
and came to this brave plant and bade it 
be of good cheer because the Father had 
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observed its efforts, and was pleased by its 
faithfulness. When the Creeper heard itself 
praised so, it blushed with mingled joy and 
modesty. And each year, about the same 
time, when the Creeper remembers what the 
Angel said, the blush comes again. That is 
the explanation of the lovely change of colour 
in the autumn. As you can see for your- 
selves, if you know any wall where that 
Creeper grows. 

That is only a story, of course, but this 
part of it is true—that God our Father 
watches us all, and is pleased when we do 
the best we can. It is not only those who 
are very clever, or very fair to look upon, 
that He cares for. He does not merely watch 
the boy who is always at the head of his 
class, or captain of his team. He watches 
the one at the foot as well, and is glad when 
he tries his hardest. He always notices that 
you are playing the best game you can, 
whether you are first or last man in. Even 
if we have not much of a chance, even if we 
have not many talents, what He is ready to 
say when we make the very best use of them 
we possibly can, is what the Angel said to 
the Creeper: “* Well done.” 


XXITI In Remembrance * 


“Thou mayest add thereto.”—1 Chron, xxii. 14. 


THOUGH you wear a uniform, you are not 
pretending to be soldiers, and you are not 
taught to think of yourselves in that way. 
The object of the Brigade, as you all know, 
is the advancement of Christ’s Kingdom 
among boys, and the promotion of habits 
of obedience, reverence, discipline,  self- 
respect and all that tends to a true manliness. 
It is of reverence I would speak to you this 
morning, and, because this is Armistice 
Sunday, I want to tell you a story.t 

A young and struggling sculptor in Paris, 
fired by some inward vision of beauty, set 
out to embody it in clay. But by the time 
his figure was complete, all his resources were 
gone, and winter had come. In his fireless 
attic, when the cold was so intense, he feared 
that his precious clay figure would be split 
and cracked by the frost. One night, when 


* To the “ 1st London ” Company, Boys’ Brigade. 
~ From “The Valley of Decision,” by E. A. 
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he was weak and ill, and it had come on 
colder than ever, he took off his poor coat 
and wrapped it round that clay statue and 
lay down on the floor beside it. Next day, 
they found him there, dead. But the cover- 
ing had saved the dream-figure, And his 
brother artists, hearing the story, had it cast 
in durable bronze. 

This, boys, is the day when we remember 
before God all those who died in the Great 
War, our brothers, fathers, friends. That is 
what they have done—they have wrapped 
their mud-stained coats round something 
very precious, and given their lives that it 
might live. 

What was it? A dream, a vision of 
Freedom, of Brotherhood, of Happiness and 
Safety even for the weak and the poor. 
They died, but they saved that by their 
dying, and have passed it on to us. 

That’s why we shall ever remember them, 
though with tears in our eyes. That’s why 
we stand proudly up to-day to salute their 
memory, and to give thanks for them before 
God. 

But what are you and I to do? What 
those artists did, I think. Try to set up 
that dream in solid substantial brass—the 
dream of a better world, of a kinder, more 
brotherly world, of a sober and righteous 
world, of a more Christian world. Our 
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brothers and fathers saved it for us with all 
that they had to give. And we, you and I, 
must do all that we can both now and in the 
days to come, to set it up solid and enduring. 
God help us all to remember ! 


cS a em ae a Ee 
XXIV Dilly and Dally 
‘“‘ The king’s business required haste.’’—1 Sam. xxi. 8. 


In the early days of the War there were 
two comic characters who used to appear in 
cartoons in an evening paper, whose names 
were Dilly and Dally. They wore very 
tall hats, and they seemed very old. They 
were supposed to be heads of some Govern- 
ment Departments here in London. Let’s 
hope it was not true! For their great idea 
was to dawdle, to take plenty of time, and 
put everything off that required immediate 
decision. There was one very funny story 
about them, but I dare not tell it to you for 
fear I should be put in prison ! 

But if that wicked cartoonist meant us 
to suppose that it is only in Government 
Departments that Mr. Dilly and Mr. Dally 
are to be found, he is quite wrong. I know 
of some others, though they don’t wear very 
tall hats, and they are not very old. Indeed 
some of them are quite young, as young as 
you are! Don’t you know them too? When 
it’s time to rise in the morning, isn’t the 
gentleman in your bed sometimes a certain 
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Mr. Dilly? When Mother asks you to do 
something for her, isn’t it occasionally the 
firm of Dilly and Dally that executes the 
order? When lessons have to be done, 
is the pupil’s name not sometimes Dally ? 

When the late Professor Henry Drummond 
was a boy at the Stirling High-School, King 
Edward, then Prince of Wales, was married 
to the Lady who is now the revered Queen- 
Mother, Alexandra. The boys of the High 
School, in honour of the occasion, were 
decorating their windows with Prince of 
Wales’ feathers, cut out of coloured paper. 
But the paper ran short, and the question 
was who would go into the town for another 
two sheets. One of the bgger boys asked 
Drummond to go, but he was unwilling. 
“Don’t you know,” said the older boy, 
quite seriously, “ that it’s O.H.M.S.? ” (On 
His Majesty’s Service). ‘Do you really mean 
it?’ cried Drummond, keen at once, and 
off like a shot, as proud as could be to be 
on His Majesty’s service! For the King’s 
business requires haste. 

Well, let us remember that, all those of 
us who love the Lord Jesus Christ and seek 
to serve Him. He is the King of Kings and 
Lord of Lords. When our conscience tells 
us what is right, when we see a duty plain 
and clear, when there is a chance for some 
Christ-like action, when we are aware what 
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Jesus Himself would have done, we are on 
King’s business. And it requires haste. 

Never doubt that Jesus understands when 
we are trying to do our best, and He is 
forgiving and gracious beyond our dreams 
when we fail or fall then. But He does like 
us all to be keen and willing on His business— 
which includes all our own true business too. 
For He does not like Dilly, and He does not 
like Dally. 


XXV Back of the Loaf * 


THERE was once a poet who plucked a 
flower out of a wall and held it in his hand 
and looked at it, and thought about it, for a 
long time. And the sum of his thinking 
was this :—that if he could just understand 
all about that one, wee flower, he would 
know both God and man, If only that little 
window were perfectly clear, he could look 
through it and see—God ! 

Because this is Harvest Thanksgiving, 
these fruits and flowers have been brought 
into Church, and placed on the Communion 
Table, that they may speak to us of the 
goodness of God. And even in a dim, 
imperfect way, we look through and behind 
them to Him. 

If only we had a magic telescope, and could 
look through the loaf that stands in the centre 
of the Table, what should we see? We 
should see a great heap of flour, from which 
it, and other loaves, were made. And when 
we turned our glass on the flour, we should 
see a Mill, with a water wheel splashing 
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round perhaps, and stone rollers grinding 
the grain into flour. And then, as we looked 
at the Mill through our telescope, it would 
dissolve like a magic-lantern picture, and we 
should be looking upon a field of wheat, ripe 
and yellow, and the wind making waves on it 
like the sea. Then, as we watched, the scene 
would change again, and the clouds gather 
and the rain come down, for that is what 
the wheat needs to ripenit. But, by and by, 
the clouds would pass, and we should .be 
looking through our glass at the sun! And 
here our magic telescope would have done 
all it can do for us. Behind the sun there is 
God, the living God, who made the heavens 
and the earth and the sea, and gives us rain 
from heaven and fruitful seasons, filling 
our hearts with food and gladness. The one 
step more after the sun is to the thought of 
our Father in Heaven, for no glass can ever 
show Him. 

Now, do you remember all the way we have 
come, from the loaf to the thought of the 
Father? Could you repeat the steps? Here 
is a verse, which you can easily learn, that 
says it all very daintily : 


Back of the loaf is the snowy flour, 

Back of the flour, the mill, 

Back of the mill is the wheat and the shower, 
And the sun, and the Father’s will. 


AXVI A. Tale of Bricks 


“The tale of the bricks which they did make hereto- 
fore,’”’—Exod, v. 8, 


WHEN you read of the “tale of bricks ” 
that the children of Israel had to make, 
you must not think that tale means a story. 
Alas! no. It is really the same word as 
tally, and means number or amount. But 
the tale of bricks which I have for you is a 
story, and this is how it goes :— 

What are the things you can do with a 
brick? Well, for one thing, you can drop it. 
I am afraid that that is slang. To “ drop 
a brick’? means to make some awkward 
mistake, to say the wrong thing at the 
moment, to forget something that we ought 
to have remembered. We all “drop a 
brick’’ now and then, and feel dreadfully 
ashamed of ourselves. And the real reason 
is just that we are not paying sufficient 
attention to what we are saying or doing at 
the time. 

What else can you do with a brick? You 
can throw it. To “throw bricks” is to 
criticise, to find fault. And it is one of 
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the easiest and cheapest things in the world. 
For there is nothing so perfect that you 
cannot throw bricks at it, if you want to. 
But it is a poor, poor game, and _ helps 
nobody. I know a girl who sometimes says 
rather spiteful things, and when she catches 
herself at it, you will hear her say to herself, 
‘“‘ Puss, puss!’’? That means she thinks she 
is being rather like a cat, with claws that 
scratch. Don’t throw bricks at anything 
or anybody. 

What is a brick for? For building, of 
course. And that’s the right thing to do 
with it. If you come across somebody’s 
wall that looks like tumbling down, build a 
brick in if youcan. Do a good turn whenever 
you get a chance. If you meet a lame dog 
by a stile, help him over. Speak a kind 
word to your friend who is in trouble. That 
is building in a brick. That is what bricks 
are for. That is what we are meant to do 
with them. 

But, last and best, be a brick yourself. 
I am afraid that is slang again, but it is old 
slang, and it arose in this way :—An ambas-~ 
sador to the King of Sparta, hundreds of 
years ago, remarked that Sparta seemed to 
have no walls to defend it. ‘*‘ No walls,” 
said the King, pointing to his army drawn 
up for review, ‘“ there are the walls of Sparta ! 
Ten thousand men, and every man a brick ! ”’ 
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Long, long ago, when you were really 
little, and fell and hurt yourself, your father 
said, “‘ Now be a brick, and don’t cry!” 
And you didn’t. And now that you are 
ever so much older, there are many ways 
in which you can be a brick still. When you 
are disappointed about something you have 
set your heart on, be a brick about it, and 
smile! When you are just going to lose 
your temper, be a brick, and hold it in! 
When someone smaller than you, or not so 
strong, wants something that you have got, 
be a brick and give it up. That’s the kind 
of brick Jesus wants you to be, because you 
are His boy. 


XXVIT The East Wind 


‘“* The slothful man saith there is a lion in the way.” — 
Prov. xxvi. 13. 


4 


PrRoBABLyY “‘ of all the airts the wind can 
blaw,” the East is the most unpopular. 
It makes faces blue, and noses red, and hands 
cold. In the gardens, at this time of year, 
it does a great deal of harm, for it nips the 
blossom and keeps every growing thing back. 
Nobody likes the East Wind, and when we 
have days of it on end in the Spring time, 
we do all get very tired of it. 

And people sometimes blame the East 
Wind when they are short-tempered, irritable 
and peevish. Just the other day a man said 
to me, ‘‘ I am never amiable when the wind 
is in the East,” and I suppose he meant me 
to infer that he was always amiable at other 
times ! 

Well, I wonder! I am afraid it is only 
an excuse, of the kind we are so fond of 
framing, just to make ourselves out right. 
Such curious excuses, too, sometimes. In 
the book of Proverbs, the slothful man, who 
wants an extra hour in bed, says he can’t 
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get up because there is a lion in the way. 
What nonsense! Of course there is not 
any lion there at all. If you tried that 
excuse some morning when you did not want 
to rise, and told Mother that there was a lion 
on the stair, I think she would say: “ Yes, 
I know that lion, and its name is Laziness.” 

So, when we are disagreeable, and sharp, 
and peevish, and are ashamed of it, and say, 
“Tt is the Kast Wind,” that’s just another 
lion. And its real’ name is Ill-temper, a 
thing to be sorry for, when we say our 
prayers, and to ask God to help us to 
overcome. 


AXXVIIT Christopher 


‘* Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of 
these my brethren, ye have done it unto Me.”’— 
Matt. xxv. 40. 


ONCE upon a time, there lived, in Syria, 
a strong man who, in his pride, declared 
that he would only serve the mightiest being 
in the world. So he took service with the. 
king, but soon learned that the king was 
afraid of the Devil. He therefore entered 
the Devil’s service, but soon learned that 
there was one mightier than he, at whose 
very name he trembled, the Lord Jesus Christ. 
So the strong man went off to look for Him. 
- He came upon a hermit in a cave, who was 
a Christian, and from him he learned about 
Jesus, and in the end became a true 
Christian himself, and was baptised. 

He now knew that he had found the 
greatest Master in the world: but what 
should his service be? Near by, there flowed 
a swift river, and there was no bridge across, 
so the hermit suggested to the strong man 
that he might carry pilgrims across the river, 
that this would really be helping his weaker 
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brethren, and, perhaps, the Lord whom he 
served would appear to him. 

So, he built himself a hut on the bank 
of the river, and soon had carried many 
hundred pilgrims across. One wild, stormy 
night, he heard someone calling, and, on 
going out, he found a Child, asking to be 
taken across. For a moment, the strong 
man hesitated: then, reaching down, he 
took the Child in his arms and started to 
cross the river. But, with every step, his 
burden got heavier and heavier, so that it was 
only with great difficulty that he reached 
the further bank. And when he sat his 
‘burden down, behold it was no Child he had 
been carrying, but Christ Himself, the Lord 
and Master whom he served ! 

The Lord blessed the strong man, called 
him “a good and faithful servant,” and then 
vanished from his sight. 

But he went back to his work, happy and 
content. He lived for years afterward, and 
carried many pilgrims across the river. And 
when he died, he was called Saint Christopher, 
for Christopher means “ the one who carries 
Christ.” 

It is only a legend, of course, but it has 
a true meaning. For, whenever you do a 
kindness to anybody, you are really doing 
it to Christ. Whenever you help anyone, 
man, woman, or child, you are really helping 
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Christ. Whenever you speak a kind word 
to anyone, it is really spoken to Christ. 
Those whom we are able to help in these 
ways are made glad, we know; but we don’t 
often think that Christ is made glad too. 

Remember what Christopher means, and 
though you are called John or James or Mary 
or Margaret, remember that you can be a 
Christopher too. For inasmuch, says our 
Lord, as ye have done it unto one of the 
least of these my brethren, ye have done it 
unto me. 


XXIX Look Out ! * 


** Be watchful.’’—Rev. iii. 2. 


9 


* Watcu ” is a word that Scouts are fond 
of. A good Scout always keeps his eyes very 
wide open. But what should he watch for? 
For many things, but particularly for three 
that I want to mention. 

First, he should watch against temptation. 
Watch and pray, said the great Captain of 
us all, that ye enter not into temptation. 
It comes so suddenly, or so insidiously. It 
often pretends to be something else, some- 
thing really quite harmless. In the early 
days, in America, when soldiers were fighting 
Indians, night after night the sentry of a 
little company, on a lonely outpost, was 
found dead, stabbed to the heart. At last 
the officer put his best man on, and said to 
him, ‘Shoot anything that moves.” Just 
as it was growing dark, the sentry heard a 
rustle, and his rifle went up to his shoulder. 
But it was only a small bear, wandering 
about. With a laugh at his fears, he lowered 
his rifle, when his captain’s words came back 
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to him: “Shoot anything that moves.” Up 
went his weapon again, and the bear was 
shot dead. Then they discovered that under 
the bear’s skin there was an Indian, who, 
night after night, had stolen up to the 
sentry, and killed him before he could raise 
the alarm. Look out, Scouts! There are 
temptations skulking around, like the Indians, 
all the time. - 

Further, he should watch to do a good 
turn. You remember the Samaritan in the 
story, whom Christ commended? Did you 
notice where he found his man? By the 
wayside, as he journeyed. That’s where 
we find him too, on our way, as we go along 
about our business. And when he came 
to him, he poured oil on his wounds and cared 
for him. In the “ Pilgrim’s Progress,’ we 
are told about a fire which the Devil was 
always pouring water on, but it did not go out 
because Christ was always pouring on oil. 
There are plenty of people ready to do the 
Devil’s work and pour water on some 
struggling good; but Christ’s people should 
never lose a chance to pour on oil. A kind 
word, a little praise, a little help with a 
burden, and the wound that was smarting 
is mollified, and the fire that was dying out 
burns up brightly again. When you see 
a man in woe, say to yourself, ‘“‘ Here’s a 
fire that is nearly out. It needs some oil.” 
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When you see a man in woe, 
Walk right up and say, “‘ Hello!” 


And, thirdly, he should watch for all the 
good he can see. Don’t go scouting for the 
evil things in life. There are plenty of them, 
but that’s a poor game. Go scouting for the 
good, for it is always one of the signs of 
the Lord’s presence. One of the wonders 
of Christ’s life was the amount of good He 
saw in the most unlikely places and characters. 
Keep your eyes open for the goodness any- 
where, as a Scout watches the tracks on the 
road. And whenever or wherever you meet 
it, salute it in your heart. For wherever 
goodness is to be found, the Spirit of the Lord 
Himself is there. 


XXX The Stubborn Diamond 


‘** They shall be mine in the day when I make up my 
jewels.”’—Mal. iii. 17. 


In one of his books, Dr. W. L. Watkinson 
tells about a very stubborn diamond. 
Diamonds are ground to shape on a fast- 
running grinding-wheel which has diamond 
dust on itsrim. The man who does this kind 
of work is called a lapidary. This particular 
diamond was given to a lapidary to grind 
into shape. He had it for one hundred days. 
The total distance which the wheel, going 
at a tremendous pace, would have run in 
that time was equal to three circles round the 
world. But the diamond came out of the 
ordeal absolutely as it went in. It had not 
been ground down the fraction of an inch. 
And the only thing that happened was that 
the lapidary wentson the sick-list from 
exhaustion! In the end, the diamond was 
put in a museum as a curiosity of sheer 
stubbornness. 

I wonder if there are any of us as hard 
and stubborn as that? If, as our text says, 
God’s jewels are His children, are there any 
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of us like that diamond? For He, too, like 
the lapidary, tries to fashion and shape and 
perfect His jewels. And most often He does 
it by what He gives us, by loving us and 
caring for us continually. 

Just think of what He has given to you 
and me—He has kept us in health, has given 
us happy homes and the love of mothers and 
fathers, and kind friends, and heaps of 
pleasures. And the best of all His gifts, is 
Jesus, the children’s Friend, and the Lord 
and Saviour of all men. At home, and 
Sunday School and in Church, we learn to 
love Jesus Christ, because He loves us so 
dearly. And when one loves Jesus, his eyes 
are opened, and he knows how good God is. 

Are there any of us hard and stubborn 
like that diamond? With heart untouched 
after all that we have received? After all 
that He, whom Jesus has taught us to call 
our Father in Heaven, has done for us and 
given us, are there any of us who do not love 
Him in the least, or try to please or serve 
Him at all? Oh, surely not. For that 
would be to have a very hard heart, to be a 
very stubborn jewel indeed. 


XXXI Queer Arithmetic 


** And five of you shall chase an hundred, and an 
hundred of you shall put ten thousand to flight.”’— 
Lev. xxvi. 8. 


It looks rather like a sum in Proportion. 
If five can chase a hundred, how many can 
a hundred chase? And the answer appears 
to be wrong ! 

Let’s examine it. If five can chase a 
hundred, that means that each one can 
account for twenty. And, in the same pro- 
portion, if there are a hundred who are 
chasing, they should be able to account for 
twenty times a hundred, that is, two thou- 
sand. But when you look at the verse, you 
find that it is not two thousand that the 
hundred put to flight, but ten thousand ! 
In the first case, one chaser equals twenty 
fliers, but in the second he routs a hundred. 
Is the sum wrong? Is this an error in 
arithmetic ? 

No, it is quite right. As a matter of fact 
that is what does happen. One boy walking 
by himself down the street may perhaps 
behave quite well. Two boys will be more 
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bold, and may even find themselves equal to 
such simple exercises as ringing a minister’s 
door-bell, and running away. But four boys 
together going down a street are quite capable 
of ringing all the bells in it, and even of shout- 
ing at the policeman himself from a safe 
distance. That is to say, four boys together 
are more than twice as brave—or cheeky— 
as two. As you increase a crowd of like- 
minded people, each single one counts for 
more in proportion. As the number rises, 
the value of each one rises by more. So that, 
if five can chase a hundred, a hundred can 
chase far more than two thousand, which is 
the figure that would have been in our text 
if it had been merely a Simple Proportion 
sum, 

I hope all this arithmetic out of school 
hours has not bored you, for I want to say 
next that it is just that queer and magical 
way of counting that explains the existence 
of the Christian Church. We say that the 
Church is Christ’s, because He was the 
Founder of it. And that is right. But sup- 
pose that there had been no Church, but only 
disciples of Christ here and there, one or two 
in this house, and one or two in that. Do 
you think they would have had much 
influence, or have been able to help one 
another very much? They would not. 

But when there is a Church, and we all 
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come together with one mind into one place, 
to worship God and to think about Jesus, 
why, then, wonderful things begin to happen. 
We each of us begin to count for far more. 
Each of us helps the other, and acts upon the 
other, and a far more real sense of God comes 
to us all. When a whole congregation is 
praying together, every one prays more 
sincerely and devoutly than he would alone. 
It is true, and we never must forget it, that 
when even two or three are gathered together 
in the name of Jesus, He is there in Spirit. 
But when umpteen-times two or three of 
that kind are together, the result is always 
more than umpteen-times for the glory of God 
and their own good. 

And that is the great reason for coming to 
Church. You help all the others who come. 
And all the others help you. With every 
addition of even one devout soul, the Simple 
Proportion sum breaks down, and the value 
of each, if you could possibly count it, goes 
soaring upwards by that queer arithmetic, 
till when we are ALL gathered together in the 
name of Christ, each of us will be so strong in 
our faith that we could remove mountains, 
and the Kingdom of God on earth will have 
fully come. 


AOOEE! The Pilot's Smile 


*“* In the world ye shall have tribulation, but be of good 
cheer, I have overcome the world.”’—John xvi. 83. 


A Famous Scotch Engineer has told this 
story * about himself. He was once in a ship 
that was caught in a very bad storm, and was 
in danger of being driven on to a rocky 
shore. When the gale was at its height, he 
crept up on deck, full of anxiety, and ready, 
if need be, to face the worst. The pilot was 
lashed to the wheel, with all his might and 
nerve holding the vessel off the rocks, and 
steering it, inch by inch, into safer water. 
While he stood watching him, the pilot looked 
up at him and smiled. It was little enough, 
but it completely reassured him. He went 
back to his place below, with new confidence, 
saying to himself, ‘“‘ We shall come through ! 
I saw the pilot smile!” 

It is rather a rough sea that the old world 
is labouring in to-day, and even the wisest 
of men wonder sometimes what is going to 
happen. How splendid it would be if we 
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could catch sight of a smile on the face of our 
Great Pilot ! 

When you grow older, you will learn that 
there is no earnest, active Christian life that 
does not have storms sweeping down on it 
at times, fierce temptations that assail it, the 
steady pressure of some gale threatening to 
blow it on to the rocks. If only, at such a 
time, men could see the Pilot’s face, and 
know that He was smiling! They would go 
on in good hope, then. They would work 
harder, and strive more bravely, if they could 
but catch a glimpse of Christ, our Pilot’s 
smile ! 

And that, I think, is just what our text is 
for. Read it: ‘‘ In the world,” said Jesus, 
“ye shall have tribulation, but be of good 
cheer, I have overcome the world.” That 
is like a picture of Jesus, our Pilot, a picture, 
for always, to look at when we are anxious and 
afraid. And, as you can see, He is smiling, 
*“Be of good cheer.” Men turn to these 
words, and think what they mean, and go 
back to their job again, even in the midst 
of the storm, saying, ‘‘ We shall come through 
all right. I have seen the Pilot smile.” 


XXXITI Nist Dominus Frustra 


“Except the Lord build the house, they labour in 
vain that build it.”—Ps. exxvii. 1. 


I want to tell you about a man who built 
a house, and the Lord was not in the building 
of it at all. The story, I think, comes from 
America. A builder there was engaged to 
erect a house for a certain gentleman, and it 
was understood that he got the order because 
he was going to be married to one of the 
gentleman’s servants. He was given the 
plans, told what it was to cost, and requested 
to have it finished for the gentleman’s return 
from Europe at a certain date. 

When he heard that his employer was to 
be away all the time, this man was very glad, 
for he was the kind of workman who does not 
like onlookers. The kind of house that he 
specialised in was fair enough outside, but, 
inside, it was just full of all sorts of scamped 
and shoddy work, for his only idea was to 
make just as much money out of it as was 
possible. 

So everything that was not seen was of the 
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bad, the drains were defective, the roof was 
leaky, the windows and doors did not fit. 
Everywhere there were bad joints, and cracks 
filled with putty and painted over. He tried, 
in short, every trick he knew to screw profit 
out of the contract. 

At last the gentleman returned, and the 
builder showed him over the new house. 
‘*‘ There,” he said, with a sweep of his arm, 
‘“ you won’t find a better house than that 
anywhere.” ‘‘ I am very glad indeed to hear 
that,” said the gentleman quietly, “for I 
have meant this, all along, as a pleasant 
surprise for you. This is my wedding present 
for you and your wife, when you are married, 
and I hope you will both be very happy in 
it.” So the dishonest builder was completely 
sold, and it served him right. He had, 
himself, to live in the wretched house that 
he had made, with the bad drains and the 
leaky roof and the doors and windows that 
rattled so. 

Girls and boys, who are building your 
house now, I want to warn you in good time 
that you will have to live in it yourself. The 
house you are building at present is just you, 
your character, yourself, body, mind and 
spirit. So, even for your own sake, you must 
build it strong and clean and honest. Furnish 
it as well as ever you can, with useful know- 
ledge and happy memories. For, whatever 
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it is like, it is you yourself, in all the years to 
come, who will have to live in it. Every 
thought we think, every truth we learn, every 
deed we do, is another brick in the building 
of the house of self which we have ourselves 
to live in. And it’s a serious business to 
build that kind of house. It is so hard a job, 
indeed, that, if we try it by ourselves, we 
shall certainly make a mess of it. ‘‘ Except 
the Lord build the house,’ the Old Book 
says. And He will help us if we ask Him. 
Day by day if we look to Jesus, He will show 
us how to build, and teach and help us in 
the furnishing. Let’s ask Him now. 


‘“*We come to Thee, Lord Jesus, children of Thine, 
just beginning to build our house of life. Help us to 
build it strong and worthy and fair, and to furnish it 
with whatever is pure and lovely and of good report. 
Help us to keep out of it all that is unclean, unkind, 
dishonest and untrue. Lord Jesus, who dost stand at 
the door of our house and knock, we would open the 
door to let Thee in, to help us to keep it in order, 
and to dweM there with us every day, for Thou art 
the Friend of little children, and the Saviour of the 
World. Amen.” 


XXXIV Veronica * 


‘“‘ Whose is this image? ’—Matt. xxii. 20. 


THERE is a beautiful old story that is not 
in the Gospels about something that is said 
to have happened when Jesus was on His way 
to Calvary. As he carried the load of the 
Cross, almost sinking under the burden, His 
face all covered with dust and sweat, a woman 
in the crowd, whose name was Veronica, had 
pity on Him and gave Him her handkerchief 
to wipe away the dust. With a look Jesus 
thanked her, as He handed it back. After- 
wards, it was discovered, the legend tells, 
that a picture of the Face of Christ had been 
imprinted on the cloth. 

Now, though the story of Veronica may not 
be true, in that form, the inner meaning of 
it is always true, namely, that even the 
commonest things, when used in acts of 
kindness and mercy, are really stamped with 
the Image of Christ, though you cannot see it. 

You have heard about General Gordon, 
true hero and brave soldier? When he lived 
at Gravesend, before he was so famous, he 
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saw, one bitter January day, a sailor standing 
shivering, in very ragged clothes, outside a 
lodging house. Gordon went up to him, 
and what he said no one heard, but this is 
what he did—he took his own coat off and 
put it on the sailor, and walked home in his 
shirt sleeves! I think Gordon’s coat is worthy 
to be put beside Veronica’s handkerchief, 
don’t you? I think the same Image was on 
both. 

One day, not very long ago, three acrobats, 
two men and a _ boy, were passing the 
Children’s Hospital in Great Ormond Street, 
here in London. They were carrying the 
poles and ropes of their apparatus, for they 
had been performing in the street, and the 
boy, who was dressed as a clown, looked very 
pale and tired. As they passed the hospital, 
the boy’s eye brightened, and he was seen 
to go up to the door and slip a piece of paper 
into the collecting box. When it was opened, 
inside, it was found to contain sixpence, and 
on the paper was printed “ For a sick child.” 
Then the whole story came out. It was dis- 
covered that the poor, tired little clown had 
been very ill a year before, and had himself 
been a patient in that great splendid place. 
He had been most kindly treated there. It 
was for him a House Beautiful. So, when 
someone in the crowd that day gave him a 
sixpence for himself, he resolved in his grati- 
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tude to give it to the hospital—all that he 
had ! 

I don’t know whose face was on that six- 
pence, Victoria the Good, or Edward the 
Peacemaker, or our present beloved King 
George. But I think that really that poor 
boy’s precious sixpence was stamped with the 
image of Christ. Don’t you? 


XXXV Grumble Corner 


‘* In everything, give thanks,’’—1 Thess. v. 18. 


OncE there was a man whose name was 
Horner, who used to live on Grumble Corner 
—and you will begin to suspect that this 
sounds like poetry—Grumble Corner in Cross 
Patch Town, and he never was seen without 
a frown. He grumbled at this, he grumbled 
_at that. He growled at the dog, he growled 
at the cat. He grumbled at morning, he 
grumbled at night, and to grumble and growl 
was his chief delight. 

But one day he appeared.on the street, so 
much changed that his friends scarcely recog- 
nised him. Indeed, one of them went up to 
him and said, ‘‘ Excuse me, but are you not 
Mr. Horner, who used to live on Grumble 
Pormer: =~ — 1° am,’ he replied. ~* Well, 
what’s the matter with you?” his friend 
asked. ‘‘ Oh,” he replied, ‘‘ I have changed 
my house, as I did not find the old one 
healthy.” ‘‘ Indeed? And where do you 
stay now?” “TI stay in Thanksgiving 
Street,” was the reply. Apparently it had 
made a great difference. 
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Where do you live, boys and girls? 
Grumble Corner or Thanksgiving Street? If 
the folks at home were asked that question 
about you, I wonder what they would say? 
For it’s they who know! Sometimes, I am 
afraid, our address is really Grumble Corner. 
At least, I am told that mine sometimes is ! 

But isn’t it a shame, if it is true of any of 
us, these days, when we have so much to be 
thankful for? In this leafy glorious month of 
June, when Nature is so full of joy, and even 
the very sparrows tell us to ‘cheer up”; 
with our happy homes and our friends and 
our games and our health, 


The world is so full of a number of things, 
I am sure we should all be as happy as kings. 


Surely for all that, and all His other good 
gifts, we should be thankful to God our 
Father, who has given them all, and should 
remember to tell Him so every day at least? 
When Jesus, in the Gospel story, cured the 
ten lepers, and only one of them returned to 
thank Him, He was hurt and disappointed. 
Do you think that is to be wondered at? 
Wouldn’t you have been hurt too if you had 
done what He did for these men and they 
forgot to say thanks? 

Well, what about all the good gifts God has 
given you, even to-day? Have you said 
thanks yet? Or did you forget too? 
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Let’s make up our minds that we are going 
to live at Grumble Corner no more, but are 
going to move to a permanent address in 
Thanksgiving Street. Let us give our friends 
to understand somehow—there are better 
ways than by actually telling them !—that 
it’s no use calling on us, or “ ringing us up ” 
at Grumble Corner, for we don’t live there 
any more. Fathers, mothers, sisters and 
brothers will be glad to hear it. All who 
really love us will be glad. And Somebody 
Else will be glad also. I wonder if you can 
guess who? 


AXXVI Show Your Hands ! 
** Lifting up holy hands.”—1 Tim. ii. 8. 


WE read that Jesus once showed His 
disciples His Hands. If He asked you and 
me to show Him our hands, what kind of 
hands do you think He would like to see? 

For one thing, I think, working hands. 
No one should ever be ashamed of the marks 
of work on his hands. That is really a badge 
of honour. There are some people who work 
very hard indeed, yet their hands are white 
and soft and clean, because they don’t 
work with their hands. But their hands are 
the hands of workers, for all that. There 
are others, like masons, joiners, plumbers, 
engineers, whose work shows on their hands. 
And it is only silly boys and girls, and sillier 
men and women, who think any the less of 
them for that. There is only one kind of 
hand to be ashamed of, and that is the hand 
that is white and soft and fine because it is 
idle, because its owner does nothing at all. 
Jesus would expect our hands to be those of 
a worker of some sort. He worked Himself. 
He was a Carpenter. 
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For another thing, helping hands. I am 
quite sure that Jesus would notice that. 
Here is a story about two saints of the Greek 
Church, St. Cassianus, and St. Nicholas. 
St. Cassianus entered Heaven first, and his 
Lord asked him what he had seen on earth. 
‘“* T saw a peasant floundering with his wagon 
in a ditch,” he replied. ‘‘ Didst thou help 
him, Cassianus?”’ “No.” ‘* Why not?” 
asked the Lord. ‘‘ Because,” replied the 
saint, ‘‘ I was on my way to Heaven, and I 
was afraid to soil my white robes.” Just then 
St. Nicholas entered Heaven, all covered 
with mud. And his Lord asked him why his 
garments were so stained. He answered : 
‘** T saw a peasant floundering with his wagon 
in a ditch, and I put my shoulder to the wheel 
and helped him out.” And the Lord replied : 
‘* Blessed art thou, Nicholas, thou didst 
well.”” At school, at home, at work or play 
Jesus surely takes notice whether we are 
ready to help. His own Hands were helping 
Hands. He healed sick folk. He broke the 
Bread of Life to men. He went about con- 
tinually doing good. 

And, for a third thing, praying hands. 
When the Scottish Covenanter, Richard 
Cameron, was taken prisoner after the battle 
of Airdsmoss, his head and his hands were cut 
off, and the executioner bore them aloft into 
‘Edinburgh crying, ‘‘ The head and hands 
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of a man who lived praying and preaching, 
and died praying and fighting! ’’ Cameron’s 
were really and truly praying hands. But 
so should ours be. Every day, in the morn- 
ing or at night, they should be clasped in 
prayer, to thank God for His goodness, to 
ask His help and blessing, to remember our 
friends before Him. Working hands, help- 
ing hands, and—that we may work and help 
the better—praying hands. These are the 
hands, I think, that Jesus would like best to 
see. 


AXXXVIT Driving an Engine 
** So run that ye may obtain.”—1 Cor. ix. 24. 


Let’s talk about engines, since we have 
all been reading about the Railway Strike. 
We are all keen on engines, of course, and 
want to be engine-drivers. I suppose when 
you go on a train, unless you are in a hurry, 
you walk forward, first, to have a look at the 
engine, and to see the driver, and even, if he 
appears a nice sort of man, to speak to him. 
Good, so do I. 

A friend of mine, who knows something 
about engines, had a glorious experience 
lately. He walked forward, as you and I 
do, to see the engine and speak to the 
driver, perhaps. This driver, who must 
have been a particularly nice sort of man, 
asked him if he would like to travel on the 
engine up to London. Would he like? 
Would. you have refused such a splendid 
offer? I should think not. He went, of 
course, and had a great time, and when he 
arrived some hours later to stay with me, he 
was dreadfully dirty, but just as proud as 
he could be. And I did envy him! 
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What great splendid machines those big 
engines are that take you to Scotland or 
Wales for your summer holidays ! Compared 
with the early “‘ Puffing Billies,”’ these giants, 
70 feet long, weighing 148 tons, able to haul 
a long train at sixty miles an hour, are a 
wonderful advance. How careful and steady 
and cautious the man that drives such an 
engine must be. We all feel that he deserves 
good pay. But we are very much annoyed 
when he strikes. 

I read somewhere recently that in the 
States, when a driver runs a certain time 
without a single bad mark against him— 
never late in going on duty, never broken a 
coupling—which is one of the commonest 
‘“‘ crimes ”’ of a careless driver—he gets a red 
button, which he wears on the front of his 
engine so that all the world may see he is a 
first-class man. 

We cannot all be red-button men, but at 
any rate we should all be trying our best, 
whatever our job may be. Do you remember 
how, in Christ’s story, the man with two 
talents, who only made other two, also got 
his ‘* Weill done ” from his master? He did 
his best, and that is what our Master likes 
to see us all trying to do. 

There was a minister who was once whist- 
ling as he walked down the street, and a boy 
said to him, ‘‘ I can whistle better than that.” 
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“Can you?” said the minister. ‘* Let’s 
hear!” ‘ There,” said the boy, after he had 
shown what he could do, ‘can you beat 
that?” “Til try,” said the minister, and 
beat the boy hollow this time. When he had 
finished, the boy admitted, ‘“ That’s not so 
bad, but why don’t you always whistle like 
that?’ Ah, why, indeed? Why do we not 
always do our best, no matter what it be? 
For it is God our Father who has given us 
our gifts and talents, and put us where we 
are, and He means us and wants and trusts 
us always to do our best. 


XXXVITI Mr. Leerie 


** Let your light so shine before men.”—Matt. v. 16. 


SoME time ago a little girl, aged seven, 
came from America to stop with her grand- 
parents in Gough Square. She was very 
fond of Stevenson’s ‘Child’s Garden of 
Verses,” as I know many of you are, but the 
one she liked best was about the Lamp- 
lighter, ‘“‘ Leerie’’ as the Scotch boys and 
girls call him—just as you call a soldier 
Tommy, and a sailor Jack. She knew that 
one by heart. 


Now Tom would be a driver, and Maria go to sea, 

And my papa’s a banker, and as rich as he can be; 

But I, when I am stronger, and can choose what I’m 
to do, 

O Leerie, I'll go round at nights, and light the lamps 
with you! 


When she came to London, she was per- 
fectly charmed to see that, in Gough Square, 
the lamplighter still went round lighting the 
gas lamps. It was like a dream come true! 
The first time she saw him come round, she 
ran out to him and said, ‘‘ Hallo, Mr. Leerie.”’ 
Now, it happened that he, too, knew and 
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liked that poem of Stevenson’s, and he 
replied, ‘‘ Hallo, are you coming round to 
light the lamps with me!” Which was very 
clever of him. She went, of course, and often 
after that used to join him on his rounds near 
her house. 

It would be great fun helping Mr. Leerie, 
and a lamplighter is a good kind of thing to 
be—to give light to people to see their way. 
When we don’t need to pick our steps at 
night, but can see nearly as well as in the day- 
time, we don’t often remember the men who 
light the lamps for us, whether they do it in 
the old way, “ knocking holes in the dusk” 
a lamp at a time, or by turning a switch light 
a whole street at once, or the men who watch 
the great turbine-engines that spin round in 
the electric-light stations making our light 
for us. 

But better even than to be a lamplighter 
is to be a light yourself. There’s a hymn 
which says :— 


Jesus bids us shine with a pure clear light, 
Like a little candle burning in the night, 
In the world is darkness, so we must shine, 
You in your small corner, and I in mine. 


What does it mean to be a candle in Christ’s 
sense? It means being the kind of boy or 
girl that Jesus wants you to be. It means 
being Christ’s boy or girl all the time. You 
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won’t know, of course, but by being that, 
you will make the little world in which you 
live a brighter, happier place. Your friends 
will feel, when you are about, “‘ as if another 
candle had been lighted.” But if you are 
the right sort of candle, you will be like 
Moses who “ wist not that his face shone.” 


AXXIX Spring Cleaning 


** For though thou wash thee with nitre, and take thee 
much sope, yet thine iniquity is marked before 
me, saith the Lord God.” —Jer. ii. 22. 


Tus is the time of year when the sounds 
of Spring-cleaning are heard in the land. 
For a day or two there is confusion in our 
homes, and, if one dare say it, much discom- 
fort—and then, when it is all over, how fresh 
and wholesome the house seems ! 

Perhaps it was of Spring-cleaning that 
Jeremiah was thinking when he said, in the 
Lord’s name, to his people: ‘“‘ Though thou 
wash thee with nitre, and take thee much 
sope, yet thine iniquity is marked.” Nitre, I 
suppose, corresponds to our washing-soda; 
and “‘sope,” despite its funny spelling, is 
just our soap. 

Now, there is something, our text reminds 
us, that no amount of soap and water can do— 
it cannot, for instance, scrub off a lie! You 
cannot take washing-soda to get rid of a fit 
of disobedience. You may clean a room or a 
house till it is as bright as a new pin, but the 
hearts of those who live in it may be full still 
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of all sorts of wrong and bitter or jealous 
thoughts. In other words, you cannot 
Spring-clean sin out of any life. 

But there are far more thorough and 
stringent ways of cleansing than that, as I 
learned when I lived with some of our 
surgeons in France during the war. You 
know that a surgeon, before an operation, 
must have his hands not only clean, but spot- 
lessly clean, and free from germs. And I 
often watched what great care they took to 
secure this. First of all, they washed their 
hands and arms very thoroughly with warm 
water and soap, and spent more time and 
care on that than any of us does in the morn- 
ing. Then they dipped their hands into a 
disinfecting solution, and washed them again 
in that. Then they put on rubber gloves 
which had been steeping in another dish of 
disinfectant, so that, in the end, the gloved 
hand with which the surgeon touched the 
wounded soldier was as clean as anything 
could be. 

But even stringent cleansing like that 
cannot take away sin. Why? Because it 
cannot get at it. Even chemicals only clean 
the skin, but sin is inside of us, in our 
thoughts and desires, in our hearts, as the 
Bible says. To suppose that washing or any 
other external process or ceremony can take 
away sin is just as foolish as it would be to 
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hope to purify a defective water supply to a 
village by painting the pump! 

There is only one way to get rid of sin. 
God must take it away. And He can, and 
He will, and He does. He sent Jesus into 
the world to show us the way to get rid of 
our sin. When you have done wrong, don’t 
think you can rub it out or wash it off, or 
get rid of it in any other way than by taking 
it to Jesus and telling Him you are sorry and 
asking His forgiveness. He turns no one 
away who comes to Him with that request. 
He will surely forgive you, so that you will 
be like one washed and made perfectly clean. 
His very name is surety for that. He is 
called Jesus because He saves His people 
from their sins. 


AL Being Pruned 


** Spears into pruning hooks,’’—Isa, ii. 4. 


On the study-table of a minister, in a city 
in Scotland, there used to lie two pruning- 
knives, to remind him, he said, of the days 
when he lived in the country, and had trees 
of his own to prune. And maybe, since he 
was a minister and therefore qualified to 
‘“‘ draw lessons’ hidden from other people, 
perhaps they also reminded him that prun- 
ing isn’t a bad thing for any of us, especially 
when we are young ! 

You know how growing things need to be 
pruned, and are greatly helped by it, and 
how hedges or shrubs or roses that have never 
been pruned grow straggling and unkempt, 
and not beautiful or strong at all. 

Do you think the roses like being pruned ? 
I am sure they don’t. And yet it is really 
and truly good for them, and the gardener 
means it kindly. He does not prune his 
roses because he is angry with them, but 
because he is fond of them and proud of them 
and wants them to grow healthy and strong. 
And perhaps the roses themselves recognise 
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that, when they and the flowers talk to each 
other in their beds at night. ‘* Well,” you 
might overhear one say, ‘‘I was very sick 
and sore when our gardener cut shoots off 
me with his sharp knife some weeks ago, but 
I do declare Iam all the better rose for it 
to-day.” 

When people at home or at school tell us 
our faults, or show us the bad habits we are 
slipping into, that’s being pruned! It is 
good for a boy when his sisters deal faithfully 
with him when he talks nonsense, or forgets 
his manners. He may wince under it at the 
time, but, like the rose, he may live to be 
thankful for it afterwards. And when he 
sees grown-up men, with no manners, who 
are always talking about themselves, or who 
make strange noises at their meals, he knows 
at once what is the matter with them. They 
have never been pruned, and so have grown 
straggling and awkward like that. 

So, when you are checked, at home or at 
school for forgetting to shut a door, or for 
speaking too much, don’t think you are being 
snubbed or punished, or hardly dealt with. 
Oh, dear me, no; nothing so serious as that ! 
You are only being pruned, and pruning is 
good for all quick-growing things, even for 
boys and girls. 

Our text reminds us that God Himself 
seems to prefer pruning hooks to spears. 
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And He prunes the trees in His garden too. 
Just as your father checks you sometimes for 
a fault, or lops off some ungainly trick or 
habit of yours, so does God our Father do 
with all His children. He checks, He 
restrains us, not because He is angry, but 
because He cares for us so much. And in 
His book we can read the purpose of it all : 
** Now no chastening for the present is joy- 
ous but grievous, nevertheless afterwards it 
yieldeth the peaceable fruit of righteous- 
ness.” The trees that God has pruned bear 
finer fruit by and by. And that is the 
justification of all pruning. 


XII The Dancing Fairy 


‘““ Create in me a clean heart, and renew a right spirit 
within me.”—Ps. li. 10. 


Wuen Dr. John Brown, who wrote that 
fine story, “Rab and his Friends,” was a 
little boy, as he tells us in one of his essays, 
he once went by himself on a summer’s 
day to find a well that he heard of in a 
lonely place up among the hills near his 
home. The well was said to be actually 
bottomless, so you can imagine how keen he 
was to explore for it. When he got there, 
he found it was just a black hole in the 
ground, with the water brimming over and 
seeking a way through the heather. He lay 
down beside it, with his face close to the 
water, and, peering into the depths, saw 
that there was a bottom all right, but far 
down. But the amazing thing was that 
there seemed to be a fairy there, whirling 
and dancing all the time. (It was really a 
tiny column of white sand, kept in constant 
motion by the upward flow of water.) He 
wondered what it could be. Could it be the 
living Spirit of the Well? Or could it be 
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Truth, which he had heard lived at the 
bottom of a well? He decided that it must 
be a fairy, swaying and twisting and jigging 
there, now dropping down, as a dancer 
sinks to the ground with skirts outspread, 
now up and at it again, day and night, 
summer and winter. A tireless, joyous, danc- 
ing spirit ! 

Now, you and I sometimes imagine what 
we would choose to be if we weren’t what 
we are; and we’ve been some rather queer 
things in our time—tugs, for instance, like 
Huxley, or lakes, but not the Dead Sea, 
and so on. 

But really this well of Dr. Brown’s ought 
to come on our list. I think I’d choose to 
have my heart like that, wouldn’t you? 
Especially if, as young Brown thought, it 
had Truth at the bottom of it. For that is 
what God wants of us. He desireth truth 
in the inward parts, not just on the surface, 
but all through our life, and right down to 
the bottom of our hearts. Truth always, 
and no falsehood, no dishonesty, no lie 
_anywhere. 

But even more, I think, I’d like a heart 
like this well, because of the joyous dancing 
spirit at the bottom of it. To have, summer 
and winter, a spring of joy, deep down in 
our heart—how splendid that would be! 

And such a thing is possible. Jesus came 
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to show us the secret of the joy deep-down 
that no one can take away from us. If you 
love and follow Him, you will learn it. And 
in the well of your heart there will be a little 
fairy Joy dancing all the time. For “ Joy 
is the grace we say to God.” 


XLII The Litile Lamp Ahead 


‘“‘ Thy word is a lamp unto my feet.””—Ps. cxix. 105. 


WE discovered so many heroes during the 
War that we are in danger of forgetting some 
of the old ones. I was reading about one 
last week, and I wonder if you could guess 
who he was if I said he is always called 
‘“* Bonnie’? Bonnie Prince Charlie. I read 
of him, not in a history book, but in a story,* 
which is a much nicer way to read history. 
Here is one of his adventures. 

When on his way from Scotland to Shap, 
in the North of England, where his army 
lay, the Prince and some companions were 
attacked and had to defend themselves in 
an old mill. But, as always happens in a 
good story, help came just at the right 
moment, and the enemy were driven off. 
Then a local squire appeared on the scene, 
took the Prince to his house and enter- 
tained him, and pressed him to stay the 
night there. But the Prince said he must 
get on to his men. His host urged that it 
was a long way to Shap, that the roads 
were bad and dangerous, and the night was 


* “ The Open Road,” by Haliwell Sutcliffe. 
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very dark. ‘‘ Ah,” said the Prince, ‘* but 
there’s a little lamp that goes ahead of me, 
which is lit by those who need me.” So 
off he went. Wasn’t that a fine thing to 
say? Of course, he did not mean that he 
had a real lamp. But the fact that his 
Highlanders in front needed him and were 
expecting him was like a little lamp showing 
him the way. 

Do you know of that little lamp? Have 
you got one? Some people call it Duty. 
I think that is what the doctor calls it, 
when his telephone bell rings in the middle 
of the night, and he has to go out and help 
some sick person. It’s the little lamp of 
Duty that shows him the way. 

And that’s what a great many people called 
it during the War. It guided men and 
women then into all sorts of strange places, 
where they would never have gone, where 
they would have been afraid to go, if it had 
not gone before them and showed them the 
way. For a dark night, and a rough road, 
Duty is a fine little lamp. 

So, when your lessons are very hard, and 
you feel like giving in, or when you want to 
go out, and father says you had better not, 
just you remember that little lamp of Duty, 
and up you get and follow it. 


After it, follow it ! 
Follow the gleam ! 
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But it has another, and a better name. 
Many prefer to think of it as the “lamp 
that Jesus lights.” 

Here is a story which a missionary told 
recently. In the city of Benares, in India, 
there is an outcast tribe called the Doms, 
among whom the missionaries have made 
many converts to Christianity. The Doms 
are the scavengers of the city, and many of 
them served with the Indian Army in 
France, and earned high praise for their 
work. But before they left home, it was 
felt to be a great risk to send such men so 
far, unshepherded, with no one to look after 
them. And a young teacher of their own 
tribe was found who, it was hoped, might 
be able to go with them as their shepherd. 
He had been taught in the Mission School, 
he wore the clothes of his new profession, 
and lived in some comfort. He was willing 
to go. But now came the hard bit. He 
was told, °° You must lay aside these clothes, 
dress as your fathers dressed, and go among 
scavengers as a scavenger.’ I can imagine 
that well-dressed, educated, Christian man 
asking himself what Jesus would do, and 
waiting for some answer. And then “the 
little lamp that Jesus lights ”’ glowed clear 
in front of him, and he said, “‘ Pll go, as a 
scavenger.” 

When you and I come to a hard bit, and 
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we are not sure which is the right thing to 
do, and when we ask Jesus to show us the 
way, then sooner or later He lights the 
little lamp for us, and we see our road. 

““A little lamp that goes ahead,” said 
Prince Charlie. ‘ Thy word is’a lamp unto 
my feet,” said the Psalmist. Ah, yes, there 
is a little lamp for everybody who really 
wants it and looks for it. Some people call 
it Duty, 


** And others call it God.” 


XLII Wireless 


‘* For every one that asketh receiveth.”’—Matt. vii. 8. 


Let’s have a talk about Wireless this 
morning. So many of you have now got 
sets that it is one of the real interests in your 
lives. Some of you, like myself, have got 
a crystal set, and some are real wireless 
‘* swells,’’ and have a valve set; but which- 
ever kind you have, when the Children’s 
Hour comes, and you hear a familiar and 
pleasant voice saying, “‘ Hullo everybody ! 
London calling!” how delighted you are! 
You curl up in your chair, and listen to your 
various Uncles—by the way how many 
Uncles do you really have?—and smile 
away to yourself for nearly an hour at a 
time. 

Some of you know quite a lot about 
Wireless, but one thing you all know, namely, 
that in order to get the messages clear, you 
need to have your set “tuned” to 2L.0. 
That’s the thing. We must be “ tuned ” to 
2L.0. if we are to hear it. 

Now, sometimes you hear grown-ups using 
a big word, and speaking about sympathy. 

130 


Wireless 131 


Daddy says he has “‘ great sympathy ” with 

somebody. What does that mean? It 

means that he is ‘“‘ tuned” to that person, 

so that he understands how he thinks and 

ree about things, and so that he feels with 
im. 

And I think that Religion is just being 
“tuned ’? to God. That is what Jesus came 
into the world for, to ‘‘ tune”’ our hearts to 
God. For, always, God the Father in Heaven 
is sending out messages of Love and Strength 
and Comfort and Peace to all His children, 
and when our hearts are “‘ tuned ’”’ to Him, 
we hear and believe them and are glad. 
Religion is having your heart tuned to God, 
so that you are getting something at least 
of what God means for you. 

There are some of you who have not got a 
listening-in set yet. I hope you all will, soon, 
for it is splendid fun. And perhaps Daddy 
will give you a set because we have been 
speaking about it this morning! But, now, 
suppose you had one, and everybody in 
Church this morning had one, suppose every 
single house in the whole of London had one, 
with an aerial outside or inside somewhere, 
would there be any the less for those of 
us who have it already? Would your having 
it prevent ours from being so good and 
clear? Not in the least little bit! It would 
not make the slightest difference! For the 
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wireless ‘“‘ waves” are there, anyhow. They 
will go over your house, and through your 
house, to-night, whether you have a set or 
not. And all that you need to do, is just 
to put up an aerial to catch them. But 
they are there, whether you catch them or 
not. You are not robbing anybody. There 
is enough for everybody. You could not 
exhaust 2L.0. if the whole of London 
listened-in. 

And it is really most important that all 
of us should know that the Love of God 
is just like that. There is enough for every- 
body. It is there about you and around 
you. In all sorts of ways, God has been 
trying to tell you that He loves you, ever 
since you were born. His Love has been 
over you and under you, like wireless waves, 
all the time. And when you turn to Him, 
and make your prayer to Him in the name 
of Jesus, and tell Him you want to be His 
boy or girl, that is like putting up your 
aerial, and the Love of God the Father 
comes to you. But you are not taking it 
from anybody. There is enough for all. 
It is there waiting for those who don’t know 
it yet, just as the “ waves ”’ will be all over 
the city to-night, waiting for you to listen-in, 
and be happy. 

And that same Love of God is in India 
and China and Africa too. Missionaries go 
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to tell the native people there, who do not 
know—the men and women and little children 
who have never heard of Jesus—and when 
anyone there turns to God and makes his 
prayer to Him, that is like putting up an 
aerial there, and the Grace, the Love of God 
comes into that life to enrich it and make it 
happy. But there would not be any less 
of the Love of God for you and me, if the 
whole of India or Africa claimed it to-day. 

I know that you think that Wireless is a 
very wonderful thing, and so it is. But 
Jesus speaks to us of the Love of God over 
all His world, and that is more wonderful 
still. 


XLIV Kinder Yet * 


“* Be ye kind one to another.” —Eph. iv. 82. 


Tuts is the time of year when we make 
new resolutions. We have come to the foot 
of another page of our lives, and we promise 
ourselves, and we promise God our Father, 
which is much better, that the new page 
will be worthier and freer from blots. But 
the trouble with some of us, at such a time, 
is, I think, that we pitch our aim too high, 
and promise and undertake too much. It 
is better to aim at something possible which 
will keep us trying all year than at some- 
thing so high and hard for us that we give 
up trying at all after a day or two. 

Dr. Samuel Johnson, who was a very 
learned and good old man, used to write 
down his vows and resolutions, as he wrote 
down prayers for his own use, in the diary 
that he kept. It is not a bad plan. And 
again and again, this vow appears when he 
is trying to make a fresh start, as every saint 
is continually doing, namely, that he will 
rise early. But alas! he was very fond of 


* On the last Sunday of the year. 
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bed, and found his vow too hard for him to 
keep. And in the year 1781, when he was 
seventy-two years of age, we find him still 
pathetically entering, among his vows for 
the new year, “to rise at eight o’clock.” 
‘““ Pooh!” you say, “‘ that’s easy. I am up 
before eight o’clock every morning anyhow.” 

Well, obviously, you must have something 
harder than the old doctor. So I suggest 
this to you, and for us all—some words of 
Sir James Barrie’s, in ‘‘ The Little White 
Bird ”—*‘ Shall we make a new rule from 
to-day, always to be a little kinder than is 
necessary?’ A little kinder than is neces- 
sary. It must be good to be wise, but not 
all of us are. It must be fine to be beautiful, 
but some of us are not. But there is one 
quality we can all possess, even if we are 
neither very learned nor very fair—we can 
all be kind. 

It is kindness more than anything else 
that makes the wheels of life run sweetly. 
It is kindness more than anything else that 
the world needs to-day, kindness between 
one person and another, between one class 
and another, and between one nation and 
another. All the talk about Brotherhood 
to-day just means—Let’s all try to be kinder 
to one another. The League of Nations, 
that we speak of and ask God’s blessing for 
in church sometimes, is an attempt to bring 
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about a peace based on kindness and under- 
standing of each other, rather than by the 
might of armies and navies. 

Now, you and I can’t do anything politi- 
cally, still less nationally, but in our own 
small corner we can do a very great deal, 
just by being “‘ always a little kinder than is 
necessary.” It is far better than giving 
good advice. And still better than seeking 
to “do others good.” I don’t like when 
anybody comes to me and wants to “do 
me good.” And I don’t think anybody 
else does. 

When Job was suffering great pain of 
body and mind, one of his friends called to 
condole with him. He talked to him in 
such a way that he showed Job that he was 
trying to “do him good.” Job did not 
like it, patient as he was. The one thing I 
needed, he told his loquacious friend, the 
one thing I needed you have not given me, 
namely, kindness. ‘ To him that is afflicted 
pity should be showed by his friend.” 

Jesus says that if we try to love one 
another we are children of the Highest, for 
He is kind to the unthankful and the evil. 
Now it is easy to be kind to nice people 
and those who appreciate it. But it is very 
hard to be kind to unthankful people. Yet 
that is what God is, and if we are to be 
His true children, we must try to be kind in 
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His way. What can you do to unthankful 
people? What can you do with wicked, 
evil people? You can always be kind to 
them, never anything else but kind, That is 
what God does, and you and I are to do 
the same, because we know and love Him. 
There are three great priceless things in the 
world to-day, there are faith, and hope and 
kindness. But the greatest of these is 
kindness. 


XLV Contentment 


‘For I have learned, in whatsoever state I am, there- 
with to be content.’’—Phil. iv. 11. 


THAT was a great thing for Paul to say. 
And he said it because he believed two 
things—that he must always do his best, 
and, having done so, leave the rest with 
God the Father, who maketh all things to 
work together for good to those that love 
Him. 

But it is sometimes not very easy for us to 
be content. And I don’t know that advising 
us to “‘ be content ’”’ helps us very much. So 
I want instead just to tell you a story that 
was told me recently, and not say another 
word about being content. We shall let 
the story itself do the preaching, and, if 
you listen carefully, I think you will agree 
that it does that very well. 

Once upon a time, in Japan, there was a 
stone-breaker, working at the side of the 
road, when a horseman rode past and told 
him to bow down, for the Governor of 
the Province was about to pass that way. 
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When the procession drew near, with the 
Governor in state at its head, the stone- 
breaker, as he bowed down, wished that he 
were in the Governor’s place, instead of 
standing there with bent head at the road- 
side. And something happened—I don’t 
know what—but before he could take a 
breath, he was the Governor, riding in state 
at the head of the procession! By and by, 
when they came to the Emperor’s Palace, 
he, the Governor, that had been a stone- 
breaker just a little before, had to bow down 
in homage to the Emperor, and, as he did 
so, the thought crossed his mind how much 
better it would be if, instead of being only 
a Governor, he were the Emperor himself. 
When, lo and behold! even as he thought it, 
the thing was done! He was the Emperor, 
sitting in his palace, resting from the heat 
of the sun. Through the shade of the blinds 
a sunbeam stole and made the Emperor’s 
nose feel uncomfortably warm. And as he 
moved out of its way, he thought how power- 
ful the Sun was, compared to an Emperor— 
when click! went the magic again, and he 
was the Sun! He was the Sun shining in 
strength upon the world beneath him. And 
as he shone and blazed upon the grateful 
earth, a cloud was blown across, and hid 
a part of the earth from his beams. He 
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thought how annoying it was that a cloud 
could apparently defeat the very Sun, and 
wondered if it really was the stronger. And 
as he wondered, he felt a change pass over 
him, and he was now a cloud, filled with 
rain, hurrying on before the wind. Presently 
he let the rain fall down, and chuckled to see 
it splash upon the ground. It rained heavier 
and heavier, and he began to amuse himself 
washing away trees, and fences and gates. 
Beside a road, he saw a great rock standing 
up firm and strong, and he tried to wash 
that away. He splashed the rain all round 
it in gallons, battered it with torrents of 
water, but it never even shook. ‘“‘ Ha!”’ 
said the cloud, that had once been a stone- 
breaker, “‘ here’s something better yet than 
being a cloud. I'll be that Rock, and be 
perfectly happy.” And it was so. He was 
the Rock, standing up proud and solid and 
strong by the side of the road. He felt that 
nothing now could possibly be better than 
that state, and he felt very satisfied with 
himself. But by and by he was sensible of 
a curious tickling feeling at his foot, and, 
looking down, he saw a stone-breaker chipping 
off great lumps of rock to mend the roads 
with. “So there is something better even 
than being a Rock,” said he to himself as 
he watched the man. ‘‘I wish I were a 
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stone-breaker.”” And as he wished it, it 
was done. He was a stone-breaker working 
by the side of the road, the very thing he 
had been at the beginning. Now I have 
kept my promise, and not said.a single word 
to you about being content. 


XLVI The Padlock Club 


“* Set a watch, O Lord, before my mouth, keep the 
door of my lips.” —Ps. exli. 3. 


Ir you saw a man, with a padlock open in 
his hand, murmuring some words to three 
friends who were watching him, you might 
suppose he was teaching them a conjuring 
trick. But it might be that he was merely 
joining the Padlock Club. For that is how 
you do it. You get a padlock, and open it, 
and in the presence of three friends you take 
this vow: “I promise to try my utmost 
never to say an unkind word about any one, 
true or untrue.” Then you lock the padlock, 
put the key in your pocket and keep it there. 
Next New Year’s Day you open the padlock 
and renew your vow. 

So, at any rate, a newspaper recently 
informed its readers, and it appears to be 
quite a sound idea. For as the key of the 
padlock will always be in your pocket, along 
with the various other useful things you keep 
there, every time you come across it, when 
you are searching for something else, you 
will say, “‘ Ah, there’s that key! Not an 
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unkind word for me, true or untrue! ’’ And 
that is right and necessary. 

For, oh! what a number of unkind words 
are spoken! And many of them are untrue. 
But even if they are true, our padlock would 
shut them in, so that they don’t get out. 
For, just think how you would like to have 
something wrong that you have done raked 
up against you, if you had long since been 
sorry for it, and asked God to forgive you. 
When we repeat some unkind story about 
our friend, how do we know, even when it 
is true, that he has not repented and asked 
God’s forgiveness, how do we know whether, 
perhaps, he was really to blame at all? 
When God forgives you and me, He forgets 
about our wrong, and He wants us to do 
the same to each other. 

But I think I prefer our text to the 
Padlock Club. It, too, has something to 
do with a door, the door of our lips. It is a 
prayer that we often need to make to God, 
that He would help us to keep the door of 
our lips, so that no unkind word, true or 
untrue, may get out. 

You know the advertisement on ’buses 
and in the tube carriages: ‘“* When you see 
a pillar-box, think of a certain kind of 
fountain pen.” If you are a sound Hamp- 
stead Presbyterian, and if you see a pillar- 
box, and if you think of a fountain pen— 
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three ‘‘ ifs” !—it may not be that kind you 
think of. That, however, does not matter. 
It is a very clever advertisement. And 
many people, when they see a pillar-box, 
must think of a fountain pen. 

Our text, perhaps, was built up in some 
such way as that. At the back of the 
Psalmist’s mind, I imagine, there was a 
picture of a door, and someone watching 
there. Then he said to himself, ‘“‘ My lips 
are like a door, too, and I pray God to set 
His watch there.”’ And so, perhaps, when- 
ever he saw a door, when he opened or closed 
one, he remembered Who it was who would 
keep the door of his lips, if he asked Him. 

Nothing unkind, true or untrue. So help 
us, God our Father, for Jesus’ sake. Amen. 


XLVI The Door that is Always Open 


‘In nothing be anxious, but in everything by prayer 
and supplication with thanksgiving, let your 
requests be made known unto God,’’—Phil. iv. 6. 


In the vestibule of St. Peter’s, Rome, 
there is a doorway, walled up and marked 
with a cross, which is only opened every 
twenty-five years, four times in a century. 
On Christmas Eve of each twenty-fifth year, 
we are told,* the Pope approaches it, in 
princely state, with a retinue of cardinals 
and other officers of the Church, and strikes 
it three times with a silver hammer. Then 
real hammers are brought, and workmen 
break the door open. Pope and Cardinals 
then pass through, into the nave, and up to 
the altar, by a way which the majority never 
entered before, and probably never will 
again. Just once, or, at most, twice in a 
_ lifetime. 

The writer who tells this story asks a 
question that makes us think. He says, 
‘What if the way to God were like that? 
What if we might only go to God with our 


* Austen Phelps, quoted by Fosdick. 
dy 145 


146 Turn But a Stone 


troubles or our wants once in twenty-five 
years? ”’« Suppose that it was ten years 
since you or I had been permitted to pray 
or to approach God! No matter what our 
trouble might be or how great our need, we 
should have to wait for other fifteen years ! 
How terrible that would be! 

And when the Holy Day came round at 
last, what impatience and excitement there 
would be, and how our hearts would be just 
bursting with all that we wanted to tell to 
God! And after the Day had passed, not 
another chance, whatever might happen to 
us or our dear ones, for twenty-five years ! 
It is dreadful to think about. 

Ah, thank God, it is only a story, and it is 
not true. God is our Father in Heaven, and 
His door is always open. We can take our 
wants and needs and our prayers to Him at 
any time. When we breathe His Name in 
our hearts, He hears. There is no smallest 
concern of ours which is beyond His caring, 
for He is our Father, and we are His children. 
He loves every one of us, and He is always 
near us to help and guide us when we ask 
Him. Prayer is just the very freest thing 
in the world. When every other door in 
the world is shut, God’s Door still stands 
open for us. No dreadful waiting for twenty- 
five years, but here and now, if we want to, 
and any time, and every day. 


XIVIII To Stop the Squeak 


“Carry ... a little honey.”’—Gen. xliii. 11. 


WHEN Jacob was advising his sons what 
to take with them, when they returned to 
Egypt to buy more food, he said, among 
other things, “‘ Carry a little honey.” 

And maybe he meant more than he said,* 
for he was a wise old man. Maybe he meant 
that besides honey in their sacks, they were 
to put a little into their speech and actions, 
to choose their words well, not to try to 
bully or bluster, but to come at the Egyptians 
gently and to speak softly. 

Whether he meant that or not, it is good 
advice to all who are packing their kit for 
the journey of life to carry a little honey 
with them. When you set out in the 
morning you may be sure that you will 
meet all sorts of people, and it is possible 
that some of them may irritate or annoy 
you; therefore be prepared, and take a 
little honey with you. Honey sweetens 
things, and love and gentleness do the same. 


* <« Expository Times,” 
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The Germans have a proverb which you 
could translate, even if you do not know 
that language—‘‘ Wagenschmieren hindert 
nicht.” That sounds very like “ Wagon- 
smearing hinders not,’”’ which is just what it 
does mean. To grease your wagon never 
delays your journey. Why? Because 
greasing it makes it go better, stops the 
squeak, makes it easier to haul. Honey in 
your bag is like grease in the wagon. It 
makes the journey much more pleasant. 
When things get twisted up, and you are 
getting short-tempered, out comes your 
honey, and the effect is magical! Instead 
of scowling, you smile, and the trouble is at 
an end. 

I scarcely think, however, that you really 
need much telling as to how honey, in that 
sense, is to be used, for I have seen you 
trying it on your own father. When you 
suddenly become very good and suspiciously 
sweet-tempered, and offer your services with 
such unwonted eagerness as to encourage the 
fear that you are going to be ill, your father, 
who is also a wise man, and moreover was 
once a boy himself, will say to you, “* Well, 
Tom, what is it you are after?’”’ And, by 
and by, it will come out what it is that you 
want. And probably you will get it. That 
is using a little honey. Now, we ought to 
have this kind of honey in our bag all the 
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time, not merely when we want to wheedle 
something out of a fond parent, but in all 
our dealings with one another, because that 
is the true and Christ-like way to live. 

I rather fear that the fathers and mothers 
may have been listening to what we have 
been talking about, and they will perhaps 
remember it. And some day, when you are 
sitting at table, in a bad mood, a little inclined 
to be noisy, or rude, or “ grabby,”’ your 
father will look round the table and ask 
innocently, “Is there no honey about to- 
day?”? Then you, also, will remember, 
and understand. 


XLIX After the Holidays 


“The Lord hath brought me home again.”—Ruth i. 21. 


Wuat did you do first, on the day when 
you came home from your holiday in the 
country or at the coast? Of course you got 
a great welcome from the dog. And, equally 
of course, you got less than none from the 
cat! And there was the garden to be 
explored for changes, and all your pets to 
be visited. And there were all the treasures 
that you keep in your own room to be 
looked at again. In fact, it was very jolly. 

It was certainly fine to be away, and the 
time went far too quickly, and we were very 
sorry to leave, but the Lord has brought us 
home again, and it is good to be home, and 
we thank the Lord together, you and I, for 
giving us our splendid holiday—and for 
bringing us home. 

And as we are all home now, it is about 
Home I want to speak. There is a story of 
Mrs. Laura Richards which I think should be 
told, about this time of year, in every church 
and Sunday-school in the land. I am not 
responsible for the other boys and girls, 
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only for you, so I want to make sure that 
you know it. 

Listen, then. Once upon a time there 
lived high up the side of a broad valley a 
poor boy who had to work very hard. And 
sometimes he lifted his eyes to look away 
across the valley, at a house whose windows 
shone and blazed as if they were made of 
gold. He very much wanted to go and see 
this house, and one fine summer morning, 
when he had a holiday, he started out across 
the valley to find it. When he came near, 
he saw a little lass playing about, and he told 
her what he had come for. But she said 
there were no golden windows in her house, 
nothing but plain glass ones. And seeing 
that he looked so disappointed, she added, 
* But if you will wait till the evening, I will 
show you the real house with the golden 
windows.” So they played together till near 
sunset, when she took him to an open space, 
and pointed across the valley to where, in 
the sun’s light, the windows of a house were 
shining as if they were made of solid gold. 
** There,” she said, ‘* there is the house with 
the golden windows!” The boy looked at 
it, and rubbed his eyes, and said, ‘‘ But that 
is my own house! That is the house I have 
come from!” ‘‘ Well,”’ said the lass, ‘‘ it is 
it that has the golden windows.” 

When he got home that night his mother 
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came to kiss him, and his father looked up 
and smiled from his seat at the fire, and 
said, ‘“‘ Well, sonny, have you made any 
discoveries to-day?” ‘* Yes,” he replied, “ I 
have learned that it is our own home that 
has the windows of gold.” 

And that’s something really worth learning. 
There’s no place like home after all. Each 
of you has really got the best home in the 
world. You know that, of course. But the 
funny thing is that, though yours is the best 
in the world, mine is too! Nobody has a 
better home than you, except me! And 
nobody has a better home than me, except 

ou ! 

So, God bless our homes, and let us see 
that it is our windows that are of gold! 
And may He teach us that, in all the world, 
there are no faces that shine with such love 
as those whose shining makes home for us. 
The Lord hath brought us home again. 
Thank the Lord for that! 


L Waking in the Night 


** He that keepeth thee will not slumber.”’—Ps. cxxi. 3. 


Dip you ever wake up in the middle of 
the night, when all the house is quiet, and 
everybody is asleep, and it is very dark, and 
feel—not exactly frightened, you know, but 
just lonely, and wishing there was someone 
to speak to? If you have, it is nothing to 
be ashamed of, for I have known grown-up 
people who, when they waken in the night, 
begin to hear strange noises, and to imagine 
—oh, all sorts of foolish things! It is 
wonderful how many queer sounds there are 
at night. The furniture sometimes creaks 
and cracks in the most alarming fashion 
then, a thing it never seems to do in the day- 
time. And even a wee, wee mouse in the 
wall, at night, makes as much noise as if it 
were a rat at the very least. 

I knew a little boy, a good while ago—he 
is now a minister, by the way—who used to 
be quite really frightened when he awoke in 
the dark. He lived in the country, near a 
main railway line, where the trains went up 
and down by night and day, and I remember 
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—I mean, he told me—how it used to com- 
fort him when a train passed, for then he 
knew there was someone else awake in the 
big black world besides himself. 

I was reminded of him when I read a story 
lately about a little American lass. She 
lived in a street in which there was a Roman 
Catholic church, where there were candles 
burning before the altar all the time. The 
house in which she lived was heated, not by 
fires like ours, but by hot-water pipes, and a 
man had to come and attend to the furnace 
through the night, or very early in the 
morning. I tell you this about her home 
that you may understand what comforted 
her when she awoke in the night and felt 
lonely. What do you think it was? It 
was that in God’s House, near at hand, 
there were lights burning all the night, 
because “ God never goes to sleep”! This 
is what she said, for there is a poem * about 
it :— 

“<I wonder if God stays awake 

For kindness, like the furnace man, 

Who comes before it’s day, to make 

Our house as pleasant as he can. 

I like to watch the sky grow blue, 

And think, ‘perhaps, the whole world through, 


No one’s awake but just us three, 
God, and the furnace man, and me! ” 


* “In Deep Places,”’ by Amelia Barr, 
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Well, whoever goes to sleep, God does not. 
And I think the angels are always awake 
too. You remember how, when Jacob was 
lonely and afraid at Bethel, God showed 
him that there was a ladder, from where he 
lay, right up to Heaven? He saw the angels 
going up and down it all night long—doing 
God’s errands, watching over the world and 
all the little children who are lonely or 
afraid. You cannot see the ladder beside 
your bed, down which the angel of God 
comes to watch beside you all the night. 
But when you awake, and it is very dark 
and lonely, remember that the Father in 
Heaven never sleeps, and His angel is 
watching. Just say to yourself these lovely 
words, ‘“‘He that keepeth me will not 
slumber,”’ turn over on your other side, and 
close your eyes again, and you will see what 
will happen! For so He giveth His beloved 
sleep. 
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